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•'  I  give  and  I  devise  (old  Euclio  said, 

And  sigh'd)  my  lands  and  tenements  to  Ned.'* 

Your  money,  sir  ? — “  My  money,  sir  1 — What,,  all  1< 

Why,  if  I  must — (then  wept) — I  give  it  Paul." 

The  manor,  sir? — “  The  manor ! — Hold,”  he  cried; 

“Not  that, — I  cannot  part  with  that,”  and  died. 

Such  is  the  striking  picture  that  our  inimitable  satirist 
draws  of  one  of  our  ruling  passions.  Avarice  is,  perhaps, 
the  strongest  as  well  as  the  most  captivating  of  vices.  If  it 
attract  not  the  earliest,  it  endures  to  the  last ;  and  would 
seem  to  promote  longevity,  if  the  protracted  existence  of 
the  miser  be  any  criterion.  We  pity  the  wretch  who  denies 
himself  the  common  necessaries  of  life  ;  but  in  this  self-in¬ 
fliction  there  is  a  pleasure  as  intense  as  in  the  most  refined 
enjoyment  of  the  intellectual  mind.  “  If  mankind  are  un- 
happy  (says  Goldsmith),  it  is  of  little  consequence  what 
occasions  the  disquietude.  Real  and  imaginary  evils  are 
synonymous.’ ’  And  pleasure,  from  whatever  source  it  be 
derived,  is  still  pleasure.  The  sensualist  at  his  debauch, 
and  the  miser  over  his  money-bags,  give  melancholy  proof 
in  their  opposite  passions  and  pursuits,  that  “  happiness  is 
happiness.” 

Those  who  make  fortunes  seldom  spend  them.  Little 
dreamt  the  miserable  grub  whose  final  page  we  are  about  to 
record,  that  his  hoards  would  one  day  be  devoted  to  build  a 
temple  to  that  Being,  whom  he  neither  worshipped  nor  ac¬ 
knowledged.  We  may  emulate  the  infidel  spirit  that  bowed 
before  the  goddess  of  reason,  personated  by  a  reeling  Cy¬ 
prian,  and,  having  destroyed  these  glorious  fabrics,  prosti¬ 
tute  their  funds  to  other  purposes ;  but  the  memory  of 
those  who  raised  them,  and  of  those  whose  learning  and 
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piety  so  well  fulfilled  the  intentions  of  their  founders,  shall 
not  be  less  reverenced  and  sacred. 

“  The  first  religious  house  on  the  Bankside  (says  Pen¬ 
nant)  was  that  of  St.  Mary  Overie,  said  to  have  been  ori¬ 
ginally  founded  by  a  maiden  named  Mary  for  sisters,  and 
endowed  with  the  profits  of  a  ferry  across  the  Eye ,  or  river 
Thames.”  The  story  is,  that  one  John  Overy,  a  miser, 
who  lived  about  the  eleventh  century,  rented  the  ferry  of 
Southwark,  before  a  bridge  was  built  across  the  Thames. 
Flattering  himself  that  his  apprentices  would  volunteer  one 
banyan  day,  should  a  master  so  munificent  be  gathered  to 
his  fathers,  he  counterfeited  death,  and  suffered  himself  to 
be  laid  out ;  hoping  by  this  expedient  to  snatch  at  least 
one  scanty  meal  from  the  mouths  of  his  cormorants.  But 
he  sadly  miscalculated  ;  for  his  apprentices,  conceiving  the 
death  of  a  ravenous  old  miser  a  matter  for  especial  rejoicing, 
resolved  to  make  a  night  of  it;  — in  furtherance  of  which, 
they  stormed  the  cupboard,  which  so  terrified  the  ferryman, 
that  he  started  up  from  his  bier,  grinning  ghastly  horrible 
at  their  merriment ;  when  one  of  the  roysterers,  taking  the 
grim  intruder  for  a  ghost,  struck  him  with  the  butt-end  of 
an  oar,  and  made  a  ghost  of  him  in  reality  !  His  daughter 
Mary  wrote  to  her  lover  the  glad  tidings ;  whereupon  he 
instantly  took  horse  for  London,  but  on  his  way  thither  was 
thrown  from  his  steed,  and  killed.  Mary  sought  consola¬ 
tion  in  a  monastery,  on  which  she  bestowed  the  miser’s 
gold  ;  and  the  monks,  to  reward  her  piety,  canonised  her, 
built  a  church,  and  gave  it  her  name ;  which  church,  says 
the  record,  is  known  as  St.  Mary  Overy  to  this  day.  We 
hope  that  good  taste  and  piety  will  not  be  overruled  by  low 
jobbers  and  sacrilegious  levellers  ;  but  that  those  who  pos¬ 
sess  this  precious  relic  will  restore  its  beautiful  nave  that 
how  stands  open  to  the  wind  and  rain,  and  in  which  repose 
the  ashes  of  Gower,  adorned  by  his  venerable  and  stately 
tomb. 

From  this  story  Mr.  Jerrold  has  taken  the  hint,  and  no 
more,  of  the  present  drama.  By  one  critic  the  plot  has 
been  fiercely  attacked,  and  the  language  lavishly  extolled  ; 
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bnt  the  censure  and  approbation  are  alike  extravagant.— 
The  most  objectionable  part  is  where  John  Overy’s  passion 
for  wealth  overcomes  his  regard  for  his  daughter’s  virtue  ; 
a  circumstance  which,  however  natural  in  a  wretch  so  sor¬ 
did,  is  better  avoided  on  the  stage  ;  and  the  denouement  is 
hurried  and  unskilful.  There  is  considerable  strength  in 
the  character  of  Overy ;  some  pleasantry  in  the  wild  gal¬ 
lants,  Mayfly  and  Parroquet ;  and  in  Bosk  (particularly 
where  he  describes  the  poor  boy  Leonard’s  sins,  and  the 
miser’s  covetousness),  a  shrewdness  and  quaint  expres¬ 
sion,  that  claim  honourable  mention.  The  great  merit  of 
this  drama  is  in  the  language,  which  is  occasionally  vigo¬ 
rous,  and  written  in  praiseworthy  emulation  of  the  old  co¬ 
medy,  of  which,  if  it  reach  not  the  excellence,  is  still  enti¬ 
tled  to  encouragement.  We  must  be  hypercritics  if  we  did 
not,  in  the  very  best  humour,  take  the  will  for  the  deed. 

D— G. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

The  Conductors  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal  ob¬ 
servations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

R.  means  Right;  L.  Left;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre; 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre;  D.  F.  Door  in  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  back  of  the  Stage;  C.D.F.  Centre  Door  in  the  Flat;  R.  D.F. 
Right  Door  in  the  Flat;  L.  D.  F.  Left  Door  in  the  Flat;  R.  D.  Right 
Door;  L.  D.  Left  Door ;  S.E.  Second  Entrance;  U.  E.  Upper  En¬ 
trance. 

The  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 


orostume. 

JOHN  O VERY. —  A  dark  blown  tattered  shirt  dress,  with  belt  ; 

^BA^oyHTZGEFFRBY.-FiM#  Dress- A  russet-browo  shut 
dress  -  bare  legs  and  arms,  shoes — bonnet  to  correspond. 

MAYFLY  — First  Dress — A  blue  shirt  dress,  decorated  withsil- 
ver  buttons  ;  bonnet  of  the  same  ;  bare  legs  and  arms  ;  shoes—  Second 
dress — A  tottered  dress  and  cloak.  .  .  .  ... 

PARROQUET—  First  dress— A  buff  shirt  dress,  trimmed  with 
buttons;  bonnet  of  the  same;  bare  legs  and  arms:  shoes  .-Second 
dress — The  same  with  cloak. 

DAGGER. — Similar  dress.  .  ,  ,  a 

BOSK.— A  black  shirt  dress,  and  bonnet;  belt— bare  legs  an 

arms:  shoes.  ,  ,  .  . 

SHOTBOLT.— A  dark  brown  shirt  dress :  bare  legs  and 

TRISTAN. — A  green  shirt  dress;  bonnet, — bare  legs  and  arms: 

shoes.  ■ 

BALDWIN  and  WOLSTAND.— Shape-dresses,  with  cloaks. 

LEONARD.— First  dress—  A  tattered  shirt  dress.— Second  dress— 
A  blue  shirt  diet®,  decorated  with  silver. 

MARY.— A  dark  slate-coloured  gown. 


©ast  of  tfjc  Characters. 

As  originally  sustained  at  the  Royal  Surrey  Theatje. 

John  Overy,  (the  Miser  of  the  Southwark  Ferry.)  Mr.  Williams 
Shotbolt,  ( one  of  Overy's  Ferrymen— rejected 

suitor  of  Mary  Overy.) . Osbaldiston. 

Bosk,  (an  Apprentice  of  Overy's.)  . Mr-  A  ale. 

Baron  Fitzgeffrey,  (disguised  as  Will  Shafton — a 

Javoured  lover  of  Mary  Overy.) . ^r-  Warwick. 

Mayfly,  ( a  ruined ,  dissipated  gallant.) . Mr-  Wynne. 

D^T'I  (Mayfly't  Associate!.  J . {  ^  hX 

Baldwin  . Mr‘  Martiu* 

Wolstand,  (an  English  Merchant— brother  to  Overy.  jMr.  Gough. 

Father  Robert,  . Mr.  Webb. 

Tristan,  (the  Baron's  Page.) . Miss  Somerville. 

Leonard,  (Grandson  to  Overy.)  . Miss  P.  Horton. 

Boatmen ,  &c. 

Mary  Overy,  (Daughter  of  the  Miser.)  . 


Mrs.  Fitzwilliam. 


JOHN  OVERY. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.— A  Street  in  London, 

Enter  Bosk  and  Fitzgeffrey,  r.  s  e, 

Fitz.  And  poor  Mary  Overy,  is,  it  seems,  a  prisoner 
to-day  ? 

Bosk.  Aye,  her  father  keeps  her  at  the  fire-side,  or 
rather,  starves  her  at  no  fire  at  all. 

Fitz.  How  came  so  base  a  churl,  possessed  of  so 
innocent,  so  beautiful  a  child  ? 

Bosk.  A  puzzling  question  :  ’tis  as  though  a  honey¬ 
suckle  should  spring  from,  and  twist  around,  a  bar  of 
iron :  aye,  he’s  a  sorry  knave,  though  my  master. 

Fitz.  Why  stay  with  him  ? 

Bosk.  The  law.  Sir,  the  law  :  Pm  bound  to  bear  him, 
as  the  knave  bears  the  stocks,  the  thief  the  whip,  the 
scold  the  ducking-stool. 

Fitz.  How  long  have  you  been  his  apprentice  ? 

Bosk.  Not  an  entire  day. 

Fitz.  You  jest — not  a  day  ! 

Bosk.  No:  when  J  entered  his  service,  he  told  me  it 
was  a  fast-dav — marry,  I  have  never  seen  the  end  of  that 
day  yet. 

Fitz.  Yet  he  is  rich? 

Bosk.  Be  sure  of  that;  Sir,  he’s  as  full  of  jewels  and 
gold,  as  an  Indian  idol! — food  he  cares  not  for — he  can 
breakfast  off  the  glitter  of  a  silver  penny,  dine  and  sup 
off  the  tinkling  of  a  noble:*  and  for  raiment,  let  him  rub 
himself  against  his  money-bags,  and,  in  his  own  conceit, 
he  is  clothed  finer  than  the  Mayor. 

Fitz.  Poor  wretch :  and  thus  he  mortifies  his  flesh. 

Bosk.  Flesh !  he  has  not  flesh  enough  to  bait  a  trout- 
hook  :  Sir,  I  tell  you,  a  worm  that  lives  a  whole  summer 
on  one  hazle-nut,  is  a  glutton  to  him — a  spider  would 
sooner  fall  into  an  indigestion,  or  a  bat  die  with  apo- 
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plexy.  Sir,  he  never  eats:  if ’twere  not  that  he  some¬ 
times  spoke,  his  jaws  would  grow  together.  Ah!  you 
gentlemen  that  wait  upon  the  courtiers  have  a  rare 
time  of  it. 

Fitz.  You  would  like  to  be  among  us  then  ? 

Bosk.  Like!  if  ’twere  in  the  country  of  the  Mogul,  so 
that  there  be  roast  meat  there — I  have  heard  that  there 
be  such  things  as  a  broiled  rasher,  tell  me,  is  it  true  ?  I 
have  dreamt  of  a  roasted  capon,  say,  is  it  merely  a 
vision  ? 

Fitz.  You  are  a  merry  knave :  here — [ gives  him  money J 
forswear  your  master’s  religion,  and  eat hark’ye,  tell 
the  pretty  Mary  that  I  will  find  means  to  elude  her  fa¬ 
ther’s  vigilance,  and  see  her  to-night. 

Bosk.  Nay,  that  you  may  very  easily  do:  her  father 
plies  with  Shotbolt  at  the  ferry;  I  shall  be  left  at  home 
and  can  assist  you— name  your  hour. 

Fitz.  Eight. 

Bosk.  I’ll  be  watchful.  [Exit,  L. 

Fitz.  The  innocent  girl,  unconscious  of  my  real  sta¬ 
tion,  thinks  me  only  the  humble  Will  Shafton,  the 
keeper  of  my  falcons.  Though  set  about  by  all  the  chill¬ 
ing  circumstances  of  poverty,  the  daughter  of  a  raven¬ 
ous,  mindless  miser,  the  artless  Mary  has  that  inner 
light,  which,  amidst  the  flash  of  jewels,  and  the  glitter 
of  crowns,  asserts  its  right  of  homage  and  of  love  — 
Who  comes  hither?  ah,  my  page,  Tristan. 

Enter  Tristan,  l. 

Now,  speak — your  mission - 

Tris.  Has  been  fruitless. 

Fitz.  I  bless  the  gods  for  it:  yet  tell  me,  you  were 
not  cold  in  your  entreaty  ? 

7m.  Sir,  all  the  eloquence  which  a  bad  cause  could 

inspire,  and  too  often  devils  plead  with  angels  tongues _ 

I  used  to  urge  my  suit. 

Fitz.  And  she  rejected  it  ? 

Tris.  Rejected!  Sir,  there  is  no  tongue  can  paint  the 
indignation  with  which  she  flung  it  from  her. 

Fitz.  Tell  me,  every  circumstance  ;  though  you 
speak  an  hour,  ’twill  to  my  loving  ear,  be  but  a  golden 
minute. 

Tris.  To  try  the  virtue  of  the  humble  Mary,  by  you 

desired,  I  feigned  a  mission  from  the  Baron  Fitzgeffrey  ; _ 

in  your  name,  offered  wealth,  plea  ure, — 
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Fitz.  Aye,  aye,  this  I  know :  but  when  you  made 
this  offer,  linked  as  it  was  with  foul  dishonor,  what 
said  she  ? 

Tris.  Nothing:  with  subtle  winding  of  speech  I  work¬ 
ed  into  her  confidence,  spoke  glowingly  and  long  on  a 
courtly  life,  painted  the  thousand  roses  that  sprung  up 
beneath  its  touch,  the  heavenly  music  that  still  bathed 
its  sense,  the  hues  of  beauty  that  still  met  its  eyes : — I 
stood  in  her  father’s  hovel,  a  temple  of  misery  and  deso¬ 
lation,  and  opposed  to  its  wretchedness  a  land  of  fairy 
ground  ;  I  beckoned  her  into  its  magic  circle,  but  when 
she  learned  that  to  enter  it,  she  must  submit  her  fair,  un¬ 
wrinkled  brow  to  the  festering  touch  of  shame — 

Fitz.  Aye,  then  what  said  she  ? 

Tris.  Not  a  word,  but  a  thousand  tongues  were  speak¬ 
ing  in  her  eyes  ;  her  eloquent  blood  rushed  into  her  neck 
— her  white  arm  was  crimsoned — her  thoughts  were  too 
mighty  for  expression,  and  laboured  in  her  woman’s 
breast :  with  a  tremor  of  the  eyelids,  tears  burst  from 
their  source,  she  flung  them  thence  ;  and  then,  pale,  cold, 
and  statue-like,  with  placid  lips,  and  eyes  looking  min¬ 
gled  pity  and  reproach,  she  bade  me  to  depart. 

Fitz.  And  did  you  leave  her  thus  ? 

Tris.  Sir,  it  had  been  sacrilege:  my  heart  was  stung 
within  me,  f  threw  myself  at  her  feet,  but  she  interpret¬ 
ed  my  thoughts,  and  raising  me  up,  with  words,  full  of 
sweet  patience,  murmured  forgiveness,  but  told  me  ne’er 
again  to  come  on  such  an  errand. 

Fitz.  Nor  ever  shalt  thou,  my  good  boy:  all  my  idle 
thoughts  are  vanished,  and  Mary  Overy  is  now,  indeed, 
the  bride  elect  of  Baron  Fitzgeffrey.  [ Exeunt ,  l. 

SCENE  II. —  The  house  of  Overy — every  thing  bespeaks 
the  extreme  of  wretchedness  and  poverty —  boat-tackling 
is  h/ing  about — a  sail  hung  upon  the  ivall — a  pair  of 
sculls,  and  other  things,  indicating  the  trade  of  the 
miser. — OVERY  discovered,  at  a  table,  counting  money. 

Overy.  Ninety-nine,  a  hundred — well,  very  well  ; 
there  are  twenty  pounds,  and  a  rose-noble,  clear  profit : 
well,  ha!  ha!  good  brain,  good  brain!  So,  now  for 
young  master  Parroquet’s  account :  ha !  I  have  melted  a 
hundred  good  acres  of  his  into  this  bag;  he  hath  now,  a 
few  shining  pieces,  and  no  land — not  a  rood :  ’tis  mine! 
mine  !  old  Overy’s,  the  poor,  hard-working,  Thames  fer¬ 
ry-man’s.  My  neighbours  envy  me,  they  point  at,  call  me 
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names,  toss  the  head,  curl  the  lip,  and  almost  curse  me, 
as  I  creep  by  them:  what  of  that?  —  if  my  blood  warm 
a  little,  1  place  my  finger  on  my  gold,  and  all  is  calm 
again.  But  all  is  vain,  vain,  vain — I  shall  die  poor — 
a  beggar,  an  old,  grey-headed  beggar  :  my  servants  rob 
me,  eat  like  wolves! — My  daughter!  oh,  there  now,  my 
own  child  helps  to  consume  my  substance:  what  had  I  to 
do  with  children  ?  [to  his  money .]  Here  are  my  children, 
my  heart,  my  soul,  my  earth,  my  heaven. 

Mayfly  runs  in  through  the  door  inC. 

May.  What  ho!  Ferry  -man  ! 

Overy.  Ha!  [In  the  greatest  alarm,  he  pulls  off"  hi* 
cloak,  and  throws  it  over  the  money. 

May.  How  now!  good  father — what!  at  your  prayers? 
by  the  rood  you  shake  like  a  seared  leaf! 

Orery.  An  old  man,  Sir,  an  old  man. 

May.  Now,  good  father,  l  want  money. 

Overy.  Alack,  alack,  Sir,  and  where  would  you 
have  it  ? 

May.  Here ! 

Overy.  Your  honor  is  merry  ! — here? — very  merry! 
'twould  make  a  dead  man  smile  to  hear  you  jest. 

May.  Faith,  I  jest  not:  look  you,  I  am  one  of  those 
birds  of  gay  feather,  who  must  e’en  venture  all  their 
substance  on  their  backs,  to  wing  their  way  to  better  for¬ 
tune  :  you  must  let  me  have  money;  will  you? 

Overy.  Aye,  Sir,  aye ;  here  are  my  grey  hairs,  take, 
and  if  it  should  please  you,  coin  them:  here’s  my  old 
withered  heart,  and  if  you  can  stamp  nobles  out  of  it, 
’tis  your’s  :  prick  my  veins,  Sir;  if  that  they  drop  silver 
or  gold,  T  deny  you  not. 

May.  The  cant  of  the  market : — in  a  word  young  mas¬ 
ter  Parroquet  directed  me  to  you :  he  told  me  of  your 
wealth. 

Overy.  Master  Parroquet ?  a  wag!  Sir,  a  wag!  He 
would  put  a  trick  upon  an  old  man. — Look  at  mv  cabin, 
Sir  ;  look  at  me ;  does  either  house  or  master  speak  of 
wealth  ? 

May.  In  truth,  no;  it  is  a  sorry  hut  enough  ;  and  if 
this  be  part  of  your  wardrobe — 

[Mayfly,  is  about  to  lift  the  cloak  ivith  the  point  of  his 
sword,  when  Overy,  in  a  ita.ro xysm  of  j  ear,  clutches 
his  arm. 
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Overy.  Robber  !  villain  !  hold  ! 

May.  How  now,  are  you  mad  V  what  passion’s  this  ? 
Overy.  Pardon  an  old  man’s  weakness,  you  will 
smile  at  the  fancy,  Sir,  but  I  would  not  have*  my  gar¬ 
ment  touched  by  your  weapon— ’tis  an  ill  omen. 

May.  Well,  giving  you  good  security,  shall  I  have 
the  money  ? 

Overy.  For  the  love  of  master  Parroquet,  whom  I 
know  to  be  a  worthy  gentleman — I  will  strive  to  borrow 
■ — how  much  ? 

May.  Fifty  silver  pounds. 

.  Overy.  ’Tis  a  large  sum  ;  an’  I  had  it,  I  were  rich 
indeed — but  the  security  ? 

May.  Look  here  !  [produces  a  bracelet .] — this  diamond 
bracelet, — look  at  it  ;  is  not  that  the  true  water  ? 

Overy.  A  plain  old  man,  Sir,  I  have  no  judgment  in 
such  toys  : — they  glitter  rarely,  yet  Pd  as  soon  look  on 
so  many  dew-drops  on  a  briar  come,  Sir,—  [aside.]  how 
to  get  rid  of  him  ? — Walk  on  a  few  paces,  Sir  ;  I’ll  follow 
you  and  dispatch  the  business. 

[Leonard,  ivho  has  entered  at  the  back  during  the  last 
speech ,  takes  up  Overy' s  cloak,  and  brings  it  to  him. 

Leo.  Nay,  then,  grandfather,  the  air  is  cold,  pray 
take  your  cloak. 

Overy.  [bursting  with  passion .]  Thou  Satan’s  imp— — 
[The  child  runs  to  Mayfly,  and  subsequently  shrinks  off 
May.  Ha!  gold!  — 

Overy.  [throws  himself  be  fore  it.']  Not  mine  !  not  mine 
—a  neighbour’s  !  a  neighbour’s — 

May.  Nay,  stand  from  before  it ! 

Overy.  Approach  it  not  !  stir  not  a  foot !  the  snows  of 
age  are  .an  my  head,  its  frost  is  at  my  heart,  yet  stir 
one  step,  and  these  old  fingers  shall  tear — 

[Overcome  with  emotion,  he  throws  himself  upon  his  knees. 

good  kind  young  gentleman !  touch  not  an  old  man’s  all  ! 

May.  Thou  worse  than  worm  !  though  it  -were  a  deed 
of  charity,  to  throw  the  heaps  abroad  into  the  world,  I’ll 
touch  them  not. — Bring  the  fifty  pounds. 

Overy.  I  will,  I  will:  on  the  ferry,  this  night,  this 
night  at  sunset ;  as  I  am  a  poor,  wretched  old  man,  I 
will  be  there  ; — but  go — go — 
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May.  I  take  your  word  :  see  that  you  fail  me  not. 

[Exit,  c.  D. 

Overy.  He’s  gone:  I’m  sick,  almost  choaked  but  to 
secure  my  money,  before  my  daughter — oh,  would  she 
were  bed-ridden,  she’s  so  light-o’-foot ;  and  that  little 
wretch,  the  offspring  of  a  disobedient  son,  he  nestles 
in  my  house,  like  a  bird  of  ill  omen  ;  an  owl  in  mine 
ear,  a  sparrow  at  my  corn :  he  shall  away,  where,  no 
matter ;  the  world  is  wide  enough — but  first  let  me  se¬ 
cure  this.  [ pulls  up  his  sleeve, — puts  the  bracelet  on  his  arm. 

[Music. — During  this  speech ,  Overy  has  been  placing  his 
money  in  a  chest  at  wing. 

Enter  Bosk,  c.  n.  eating. 

Bosk.  That  Will  Shafton  is  the  most  considerate  fellow 
that  ever  carried  bird  on  fist :  I  marvel  that  the  root 
quakes  not;  this  pasty  is  the  first  piece  of  deer’s  flesh  that 
hath  been  eaten  under  it  this  forty  years:  but,  be  careful. 
Bosk,  drop  no  crumbs,  they  tell  tales;  there  be  no  mice 
to  pick  them  up,  for  their  skeletons  hang  in  the  walls 
as  a  warning  to  new  comers.  Let  me  see,  I  have  now 
money  enough  to  buy  good  provender  for  a  month. 

[Seafs  himself  on  a  stool  at  the  table. 

Here  it  is — 

[Music. — He  places  money  upon  the  table;  Overy  strikes 
him  on  the  back,  he  looks  round,  and  Overy  at  the 
same  time  snatches  up  the  money . 

Overy.  Villain  !  robber  ! — 

Bosk.  My  money  ! 

Overy.  Thy  money,  thy  master’s — dost  thou  not 
blush  to  look  upon  my  face  ?  Do  I  keep  thee  in  fatness 
and  in  idleness,  fill  thy  body  with  good  food,  and  clothe 
thy  back  with  raiment,  and  must  thou  rob  me  ? 

[Snatches  from  Bosk's  hand  the  remains  of  what  he  has 
been  eating. 

What  is  this?  [eats  it.]  villain!  thou  hast  stolen  it  from 
thy  master’s  shelf. 

Bosk.  Thy  shelf!  the  very  spiders  have  forsaken  it  ; 
the  food  was  mine,  a  neighbour  gave  it  me  for  charity, 
the  money  too  ! 

Overy.  Charity !  what,  am  I  to  be  disgraced  by  the 
cormorants  that  I  warm  at  my  hearth  ? 

Bosk.  Warm  !  thou  never  hadst  a  fire  bigger  than  a 
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glow-worm’s  eye  ;  a  match  would  take  it  away  at  its 
point  ;  a  flint  struck  by  a  bodkin,  would  show  more :  thou 
hast  had  but  one  faggot  since  thou  hast  kept  house,  and 
have  I  not  heard  thee  boast  that  thou  would’st  leave  half 
of  it  to  dower  thy  daughter  ? 

Overy.  Thou  eatest  beyond  all  faith. 

Bosk.  Eat !  if  starving  be  the  true  faith,  a  cameleon 
is  an  unbeliever  to  me. 

Overy.  Hence !  thou  makest  my  blood - 

Bosh.  Blood!  cold  water,  master!  cold  water !  nay, 
ice  ;  thou  knowest  that  thou  did’st  once  place  thy  hand 
upon  a  man  scorched  with  a  fever,  and  he  straightway 
died  with  an  ague. 

Overy.  To  the  ferry,  sirrah  !  to  the  ferry. 

Bosh.  Well,  I’ll  hence;  but  the  money,  master,  I 
tell  you  is  mine. 

Overy.  So  much  the  better,  I  will  see  that  it  be  yours, 
and  if  it  be — 

Bosk.  You  will  return  it? 

Overy.  No:  you  last  week  broke  the  boat’s  gunwale  ; 
’twill  serve  to  mend  it. 

Bosk,  [aside.]  What  a  dog  is  this!  I  must  even  trust 
to  my  wit,  since  entreaty  fails. 

Overy.  Stay,  1  have  an  errand  for  you. 

Bosk.  Is  it  to  run  to  the  butcher’s  ? 

Overy.  Glutton!  where’s  Leonard?  that  boy  eats 
more  than  any  other  of  the  family. 

Bosk.  It  says  a  great  deal  for  his  ingenuity,  J  wish 
he’d  intrust  me  with  the  secret. 

Overy.  He  works  not;  pries  about,  his  ear  at  cre¬ 
vices,  and  his  eye, — he  has  a  subtle,  an  enquiring  eye. 

Bosk.  Like  to  his  father’s — I’ve  heard  your  daughter 
Bay  so. 

Overy.  It  is  ;  well,  this  house  is  no  place  for  idlers — 
the  boy  must  hence,  let  him  go  out  into  the  world — 
hark’ye.  Bosk,  send  him  away  this  very  night. 

Bosk.  Send  him  away?  why  he  is  your  dead  son’s 
only  child;  there  is  orphan  writ  in  every  feature  of  his 
young  face. 

Overy.  What  is  that  to  me  ? 

Bosk.  True,  I  had  forgotten — nothing. 

Overy.  Let  him  hence! — hence!  I  say:  he  eats  not 
my  bread  another  day  :  away, — now  for  my  borrower 
at  the  ferry.  ,  [ Exeunt ,  c.  D. 
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Enter  Mayfly  and  Parroquet,  l. 

Par.  And  how  found  you  the  old  tortoise? 

May.  Even  as  you  said,  close,  close  as  an  oyster,  and 
as  dumb  ;  but  when  I  rattled  security  in  his  ear,  the  old 
wretch  gaped,  and  talked  of  lending" 

Par.  And  you  gave  him  the  bracelet  which  we  stole 
from  the  travellers  at  Canterbury  ?— now,  would  it  not  be 
better,  since  our  fortunes  are  grown  desperate,  and 
dissipation  compels  us  to  take  a  purse,  to  break  in  upon 
the  hoards  of  the  old  jackdaw,  Overy  ? 

May.  Anon,  we’ll  talk  of  this— there  are  at  present 
reasons  against  the  adventure. 

Par.  1  know;  reasons,  tricked  in  the  garb  of  folly _ 

a  woman.  J 

May.  May  be  it  is. 

Par.  Mary  Overy,  the  ferry-man’s  daughter  ? 

May .  Well  ! 

Par.  By  the  mass,  it  were  a  good  jest  to  see  Robert 
Mayfly,  son-in-law  to  the  old  miser. 

May..  1  have  a  plot  beyond  your  wit  to  fathom- 
stand  aside,  here  comes  one  I  would  have  some  talk  with. 

[. Parroquet  retires. 


Enter  Tristan,  l. 

Good  day,  gentle  youth. 

Tris.  A  good  day,  master. 

May.  Nay,  whither  so  fast— you  serve  the  Baron  Fitz- 
geftrey  I  think  ? 

Tris.  Even  so. 

May.  I  hear,  for  I  know  him  not,  that  he  hath  a  free 

hand,  a  full  purse,  and,  is  it  not  so,  a  hawk’s  eve  for  a 

pretty  woman  ?  3 

Tris.  And  now  you  have  summed  up  my  master’s  qua¬ 
lities,  what  would  you  with  him  ?  ^ 

May,  Serve  him. 

Tris.  How  ? 

May.  In  any  business  of  honour  or  love.  Tell  me 

doth  he  not  sometimes  send  fair  messages  to  the  boat’ 

man’s  daughter,  Mary  Overy,— come,  I  see  the  blood 
mounts  in  your  boy’s  cheek  he  doth  :  well,  l  can  serve 
him;  if  he  would  possess  the  girl,  he  shall— let  him  hint 
the  word,  and  she  is  within  hi*  grasp. 
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Tris.  Villain ! 

.^7 ay.  Ha!  [handling  his  swoul. 

Ins.  My  master  needs  not  such  service. 

May.  Indeed,  I  will  be  sure  of  that.  [Tristan  looks 
contemptuously  at  him,  and  exit,  R.]  A  high  bird  for 
so  young  a  one!  but  spite  of  all,  I’ll  use  Fitzgeffrey’s 
vvord  for  the  act — make  in  his  name  great  offers  to  old 
9 very  ;  then  the  Baron  shares  the  shame,  whilst  I  hold 
the  prize  for  myself. 


Enter  Bosk,  r. 

Bosk.  A  plague  on  marble  hearts  and  brains  of  snow, 
say  I :  not  a  door  have  I  rapped  at  whose  hinges  did  not 
cieak,  “  no;” — turn  out  the  child!  I  cannot  do  it — nor 
can  I  find  the  Christian  charity  that  will  give  the  little 
fellow  house-room. 

May.  What,  Bosk? 

Bosk.  Good  master  Mayfly,  your  servant. 

May.  Whatseek  you,  your  master? 

Bosk.  Seek  him!  in  faith,  no, — evil  comes  soon 
enough,  it  needs  no  searcher.— My  master !  he  is  a  rock 

a  fabric  of  skin  and  bones  without  a  heart. 

May.  What  !  has  he  stinted  thee  of  thy  dinner,  or 
threatened  to  send  thee  supperless  to  bed? 

Bosk.  Supper  and  dinner  !  they  are  words  of  a  forgot¬ 
ten  language.  No,  master,  ’tis  not  for  myself,  but  for 
the  sake  of  little  Leonard. 

May.  The  boy — old  Overy’s  grand-child  ? 

Bosk.  Aye,  so  says  nature;  she  cries  grand-child  in 
the  miser’s  ear,  but  men  who  only  listen  to  the  chink  of 
money  bags,  are  deaf  to  nature,  use  what  words  she  may. 

May.  What  has  the  boy  done  ? 

Bosk.  Great  iniquities  in  his  day. 

May.  Aye  ? 

Bosk.  Marry,  his  little  life  is  full  of  deadly  sins.  He 
hath  devoured  since  he  hath  been  born — two  penny 
loaves,  half  a  lamb’s  kidney,  and  the  roe  of  a  dried  had¬ 
dock  : — ’tis  his  crime  to  eat,  sir  ;  my  master  would  have 
all  about  him  live  like  trees,  on  earth,  water,  and  air: 
in  a  word,  the  boy  must  pack. 

May.  Where  ? 

Bosk.  There,  Sir,  is  the  question;  I  know  not.  The 
best  way  will  be  to  bind  him  hand  and  foot,  and  leave 
him  for  the  birds ; — the  young  knave  will  eat — there  is  no 
remedy  for  it. 
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May .  Will  you  trust  the  boy  with  me  ? 

Bosk.  Trust  him  ?  marry  Sir,  it’s  no  compliment,  I 
Would  trust  him  any  where — but  what  purpose  will  you 
put  him  to  ? 

May .  Oh,  he  shall  be  my  page, — when  can  I  have  him  ? 

Bosk.  Come  with  me,  and  straightway  I’ll  put  him 
into  your  keeping — use  him  well,  I  pray  you,  for  ’tis  an 
innocent  thing,  and  was  born  under  unfriendly  stars ; 
come.  Sir.  [Exit,  L. 

May.  This  boy  may  further  my  purpose.  Now  then 
to  make  use  of  FitzgefFrey’s  name,  and  to  work  upon  the 
avarice  of  the  ferryman.  [Exit,  L. 

SCENE  III. — The  Miser’s  House. 

Enter  Mary  Overy  and  Leonard,  l. 

Leo.  Nay,  my  dear  aunt,  weep  not  for  me  ;  I  am 
strong  and  can  labour  ;  and  fear  not,  but  there  are  some 
charitable  people  who  will  look  with  kindness  on  me,  and 
protect  me. 

Mary.  Poor  child,  rejected  from  the  hearth  that  ought 
to  shelter  you,  where  can  you  hope  for  succour  ? 

Zeo.  Surely  all  men  are  not  like  my  grand-father; 
nay,  I  am  certain  they  are  not;  there  is  master  Will 
Shafton,  he  is  full  of  kindness. 

Enter  Tristan,  C,  D. 

Tris.  Mary ! 

Mary.  Again  here? 

Tris.  Nay,  listen  to  me. 

Mary.  Not  a  word  ;  when  last  you  came  upon  your 
hateful  errand,  you  left  me  subdued,  softened  beneath 
resentment, — now  ’tis  not  thus  with  me — fresh  misery, 
a  new  wretchedness  has  stung  my  heart,  and  it  sw’ells 
and  overflows  with  bitterness. 

Tris.  Dismiss  the  fear,  I  offer  friendship, — a  plot  is 
set  on  foot  to  betray  you. 

Mary.  Unhappy  girl — a  plot — betray  me — what  have 
I  done  to  excite  this  persecution  ? — what  said  you  ? 

Tris.  It  is  the  eloquence  of  your  beauty  that  prompts 
men — 

Mary.  Men  !  it  is  their  savage  nature  that  persuades 
them  to  the  violence;  the  tyger  would  still  be  the  tyger, 
tho’  no  lamb  should  cross  its  path.  But,  begone  ;  away, 
I  entreat  you  ;  1  expect  my  father’s  return  ;  there  is 
another  too,  who  must  away,  where  heaven  knows,  I 
have  no  friend  to - 
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Enter  Fitzgeffrey,  c.  d. 

Fitz.  No  friend!  am  I  forgotten  ? 

Mary.  No,  Shafton,  no;  but  in  this  you  cannot  serve 
me  ;  this  boy,  this  poor  innocent  child,  is  about  to  be 
driven  hence,  without  a  place  where  he  may  shelter  his 
orphan  head. 

Fitz.  Poor  lad  !  be  of  good  heart,  I  will  take  charge 
of  him. 

Mary.  You! 

Fitz.  Aye,  I  will  find  means  to  recommend  him  to  the 
Baron  Fitzgeffrey. 

Mary.  Never! 

Fitz.  Why  do  you  refuse?  you  know  not  the  Baron— 

Mary.  No  matter  ;  I  would  sooner  trust  the  child  to 
the  charity  of  the  midnight  tempest,  than  to  the  keeping 
of  Baron  Fitzgeffrey. 

Fitz.  You  speak  unadvisedly. 

Mary.  I  would  rather  see  the  green  grass  upon  the 
boy’s  grave,  than  Fitzgeffrey’s  livery  on  his  limbs. 

Enter  Bosk,  c.  D. 

Bosk.  News !  rare  news!  come  away,  my  little  master, 
I  have  a  place  for  you. 

Mary .  Where  would  you  take  him,  good  Bosk  ?  will 
he  be  safe  ? 

Bosk.  Safe!  can  he  change  for  the  worse  ?  throw  him 
upon  a  common — lodge  him  in  an  oak  tree,  or  a  bramble 
bush,  and  will  he  not  fatten  better  than  here  ?  Come 
along. 

Fitz.  But  who  is  to  take  the  lad  ? 

Bosk.  A  gay,  spruce  fellow  enough,  one  master  Mayfly. 

Fitz.  Mayfly? 

Bosk.  Aye,  a  bird  of  the  first  plumage,  I  can  tel 
you:  he’ll  make  a  man  of  Leonard  ;  teach  him  to  wear 
his  hat  knowingly — to  draw  his  sword  before  there  be 
good  reason  for  it — to  trim  his  beard,  when  he  gets  one, 
according  to  the  last  new  cut,  and  to  swear  nothing  but 
the  choicest  oaths  of  the  choicest  company.  There  is  a 
stock  of  learning  as  times  go,  enough  to  make  the  court 
of  aldermen  ;  nay,  ’twould  set  up  three  Mayors,  and 
leave  something  for  the  Sheriffs. 

Mary.  I  cannot  trust  the  boy  with  such  a  master. 

Bosk.  Cannot  trust  ?  marry,  you  must,  good  Mary 
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Overy ;  if  the  boy  remain  here,  your  goodly  father  will 
beat  him  black  and  sell  him  for  a  negro — come,  boy. 

Mary.  Bless  you,  poor  child. 

Bosk.  Why,  would  not  one  think  he  was  going  to 
the  Indies?  why  you  shall  see  the  boy  fine  as  a  parrot, 
once  a-day,  and  if  you  will,  twice  on  Saints’  days  and 
Sundays. — Come  along. 

Mary.  Hark  !  the  boatmen  are  returning — nay,  then 
there  is  no  remedy — farewell. 

L The  hut  door  is  thrown  open  and  discovers  a  view 
river — moonlight. 

Chorus  of  Boatmen. 

The  sun  basset  the  owlet’s  cries, 

Proclaim  the  day  is  flown  ; 

The  bat  from  yonder  turret  flies, 

The  mastiff  ’gins  to  moan. 

We  hail  the  moon,  she  makes  us  blest 
However  fortune  chide, 

She  lights  the  boatman  to  his  rest, 

His  children — wife — fireside. 

And  ’ere  we  part,  still  by  her  light, 

We  grasp  the  hand,  and  cry— “  Good-night.” 

[All  exeunt  through  centre  door,  except  Mary. 

End  of  Act  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. —  Overy' s  House. 

Enter  Overy,  l. 

Overy.  If  I  can  get  her  in  the  mind— if?  she  must,  shall ' 
tis  a  bright  promtse,— a  golden  fortune  :  the  Baron’s 
agents  offer  well— ’tis  well  too  I  know  not,  have  not  seen 
him— he  is  rich,  bedded  in  wealth  ha  !  yet  if  the  trick 
serve,  I’ll  pluck  this  peacock  of  his  plumes. 

Enter  Mary  Overy,  r. 

Come  hither,  girl.-Mary,  the  world  deals  hardly  with 
us :  I  am  old  and  poor,  very  poor.  I,  in  my  grave  and 
what  will  become  of  thee?  ^  S  ’  and 

Mary  Heaven,  that  watches  o’er  the  desolate,  will 
be  my  safeguard.  ’  1 

Overy.  Mary  . 

Mary.  Father ' 
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Overy.  The  gallants  tell  me  thou  hast  beauty. 

Mary.  Sir? 

Overy .  In  this  world  of  shew,  beauty  is  a  marketable 
commodity,  and  ’twould  be  a  pity  to  spoil  merchandize 
by  overkeeping. 

Mary.  Father,  there  is  a  mystery  in  your  words — 
a  chilling  terror  in  your  looks — a  wildness,  which  1 
dare  not  name,  is  glaring  in  your  eyes  ; — father,  father, 
what  mean  you  ? 

Overy.  Why,  what’s  the  matter?  What  tempest  is 
this?  Art  thou  mad  ?  I  would  speak  to  thee  of  mend¬ 
ing  thy  fortune — is  not  my  counsel  worth  the  hearing  ? 

Mary.  1  will  be  calm,  Sir  ;  go  on. 

Overy.  Girl,  dost  thou  know  how  this  fine  world  is 
built  ? 

Mary.  The  world,  Sir  ?  it  is  to  me,  as  a  region  where¬ 
of  I  have  heard  various  tales. 

Overy.  I  have  watched  the  world  with  eyes  of  man¬ 
hood  nearly  two  score  years,  and  what  have  1  seen  ?  They 
call  me  miser,  hang-dog,  grey-haired  wolf — it  pleases 
me  they  should  do  so; — the  world!  there  was  a  time  when 
J  looked  upon  it  with  a  melting  eye — a  throbbing  heart ; 
— I  painted  it  a  garden  of  flowers — I  found  it  a  heap  of 
ashes.  What  did  I  see  ?  the  weak  smote  down,  and  goaded 
by  thestrong — virtue  shivering  in  the  winds — viceswath- 
ed  in  ermine  ; — the  knave’s  head  plumed  and  glistening 
with  diamonds — poor  honesty  shoeless  and  unbonnetted  ; 
he,  whose  tongue  gave  utterance  to  his  heart,  shunned 
like  a  pestilence,  or  hunted  like  a  beast — he,  who  would 
lick  the  hand  of  fools,  or  hum  a  lie  within  the  ear  of 
crime,  clothed  with  the  richest — fed  with  the  best.  I 
saw  this,  and  my  heart  grew  hard,  my  eye  sullen  ;  I  ask¬ 
ed  the  cause  of  so  much  baseness,  so  much  unmerited  con¬ 
tempt  ? — tasked,  what  is  it,  that  gets  up  these  mockeries 
of  life,  dividing  man  against  man — placing  fetters  on  the 
lowly — crowns  upon  the  proud  ? — A  thousand  voices  an¬ 
swered  “gold!  gold!”  The  sound  sunk  deeply  in  my 
heart — it  brooded  o’er  the  word every  feeling,  every 
sense,  fell  down  and  mutely  worshipped  the  new-found 
secret  :  from  that  moment  I  became  what  I  now  am. 

Mary.  A  grievous  change. 

Overy.  A  goodly  one.  I  am  now  the  master — I  might 
have  been  the  slave.  Mary,  listen  ;  you  shall  be  rich  ; 
nay,  think  not  I  mean  from  my  6tore — my  coffin  shall 
oe  no  gold-mine  to  you. 
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.  Mary.  May  heaven  pardon  you  for  thus  harshly  judg¬ 
ing- me.  & 

Overy.  What !  I  have  seen  expectant  heirs.  Do  I  not 
know  the  son  counts  the  wrinkles  in  his  rich  father’s  cheek 
smiles  as  the  old  man  creeps  day  by  day  with  weaken¬ 
ed  pace,— and  laughs,  with  a  long,  loud,  deep  laugh,  as  the 
earth  rattles  down  upon  his  parent’s  bier  ? — No,  you  shall 
coin  wealth  from  your  own  beauty. 

Mary.  In  mercy,  Sir,  speak  your  purpose. 

Overy.  The  Baron  Fitzgeffrey - why,  how  now,  art 

palsy-stricken,  that  thou  turnest  so  pale  ? 

Mary.  On,  Sir;  on,  T  beseech  you. 

Overy.  The  Baron  loves  you. 

Mary.  And  would  wed  me  ? 

Overy.  Humph! 

Mary  Father,  you  gave  me  life— watched  me  thro’ 
childhood— have,  for  I  strive  to  remember  such  hours 
called  blessings  on  my  infant  head,— have  looked  at  me’ 
as  none  but  fathers  look  upon  the  babes  they  love  and 
can  you  now - Oh,  I  cannot  name  the  horror— had  an 

rifneeT^  mUCh’  1  had  sPurned  it;;  being  mv  father 

Overy.  Peevish  fool !— you  do  mistake-!—*^ 

Mary  Father!  I  disclaim  you !  [takes  hair-braid  from 
her”d^‘  IhlS  hailJ 18  y°ur’s’  gave  it  to  my  mother— 

wearH  t  Hgers,placedlt  r0Und  neck-she  bade  me 
wear  it— bade  me  love  you  her  spirit  that  hath  witness¬ 
ed  your  profanation,  would  frown  upon  me  did  I  lon°-er 

bC^  'mi  ,  ^CaStS  the  braid  ut  Overy' s  feet 
Overy.  Mary !  my  daughter  !  y  J  * 

Mary,  Call  me  not  daughter- the  word  will  blieht 
tliy  tongue  I  cast  thee  otf-my  blood  forgets  its  source 

-master  Overy,  thou  art  a  childless  man.  [Exit  H  ’ 

Or«y.  Mary  !  Mary  !  thou  dost  me  wrong,tthou_ 
VVhat,  can  I  weep?  a  tear!  hence,  -tis  a  lit.  on "7 

Enter  Shotbolt,  l. 

What  dost  thou  here  '' 

he?ef  Marry’  3m  '  n°‘  8  °Ur  °f  thy  keePin?  »  why  not 

Overy.  Hark’ye,  Shotbolt;  thou  hast  a  friendshin  for 
thy  young  mistress  ?  ut,mP  Ior 

’  8JZt  Atr  friend^|P’  if  ^>at  must  be  the  word 
Overy.  Thou  would’st  see  her  well  i’  the  world  / 

Shot.  In  faith,  would  I.  "0rld  < 
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Overy.  The  Baron  Fitzgeffrey  loves  her. 

Shot.  As  eagles  love  lambs — cats,  mice  ; — has  the  Baron 
told  thee  thus  much  ? 

Overy.  No  ;  but  two  of  his  confidents  have  ;  he  would 
carry  her  oft' — I  have  consented 

Shot.  Thou  liest ! 

Overy.  What? 

Shot.  Thou  are  not  such  a  thrice-dyed  villain. 

Overy.  Hast  thou  no  fear  ? 

Shot.  Hast  thou  none,  that  a  black  brain  may  work 
under  grey  hairs,  and  yet  'scape  the  thunder  ?  Darest 
thou  tell  this  tale  to  me,  and  hast  no  fear,  that  I,  thy 
servant,  should  strike  thee  sprawling  on  the  earth  thou 
faintest  ? 

Overy.  Knave,  hear  me! 

Shot.  Aye,  go  on  ;  thou  can’st  add  no  jot  to  what  I’ve 
heard  already. 

Overy.  ’Tis  but  a  plot  of  mine  to  make  FitzgeffYey 
pay  for  his  violence!  I  have  not  seen  the  Baron — know 
him  not ;  two  of  his  retainers  have  proposed  for  him :  now 
I  would  but  throw  my  daughter  in  his  way,  and  ’ere  he 
could  carry  her  off,  seize  upon  him  in  the  attempt—  then 
complain  to  the  king,  who  would  levy  a  fine  upon  Fitzgef- 
frey,  which  might  serve  for  Mary’s  dowry,  for  some 
humble,  honest  man,  you  hear,  good  Shotbolt.  [aside.]  The 
fool  bites  at  that. 

Shot.  A  shrewd  plot,  i’faith. 

Overy.  Is’t  not?  yet  Mary  will  not  hear  of  it;  even 
now  she  left  me  full  of  tears  and  anger. 

Shot.  Leave  her  to  me,  good  master  ;  I’ll  so  reason  with 
her  that  she  cannot  fail  to  do  as  you  would  have  her. 

Overy,  ’Tis  well.  Mayfly  and  his  companions  will  be 
here  anon,  habited  as  two  of  the  holy  brotherhood  of  St. 
Francis.  I  have  told  them  the  disguise  is  necessary.  Mary 
sometimes  visits  the  abbess  of  the  neighbouring  convent. 
Mayfly  can  feign  a  message  from  her,  if  there  be  no  means 
of  pacifying  the  girl,  and  thus,  spite  of  herself,  make 
her  act  in  the  plot.  They  are  to  bear  Mary  down  the 
river,  land  a  few  miles  off,  and  there  the  Baron  will  meet 
them  :  Mary  will  doubtless  cry  for  succour,  then  you  and 
your  fellows - 

Shot.  But  as  thou  hast  never  seen  the  Baron,  may  he 
not  deny  that  his  servants  acted  by  his  commands  ? 

Overy.  How  can  he,  when  he  shall  be  found  aiding 
theni  in  bearing  away  my  daughter  ? 
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Shot.  A  rare  plot!  but  are  you  sure  that  Fitzgeflfrey 
will  be  fined  ?  What  will  avail  the  complaint  of  a  fer¬ 
ryman’s  daughter  against  a  haughty  Baron  ? 

Overt/.  It  may  be  so;  but  he  cannot  take  back  the 
earnest,  I’ve  already  gained  ;  eh,  good  Shotbolt,  ha!  ha! 
The  Baron  is  duped  any  way — the  gull,  the  fool  of  the  old 
Thames’  Ferryman.  But  away;  prepare  Mary,  plead  well, 
who  knows  how  much  it  may  stead  thee?  [ aside .]  That 
was  well  put — it  tickles  him — he’s  mine.  [Exit,  l. 

Enter  Bosk,  r. 

Bosk .  How  now,  Shotbolt,  thinking  of  thy  fortune  ? 

Shot.  Marry,  ’tis  not  worth  the  trouble. 

Bosk.  Nay,  then,  thou  art  a  fool  not  to  mend  it. 
Thou  art  out  of  thy  ’prenticeship,  and  yet  thou  art  con¬ 
tent  to  stay  here  on  no  wages  and  less  food  ;  and  for  what  ? 
for  the  look  of  Mary  Overy — a  girl  that  cares  no  more  for 
thee  than  for  the  Mogul. 

Shot.  Thou  art  a  fool,  Bosk  ;  I  care  not  for  the  girl. 

Bosk.  All  the  better ;  thou  wilt  grieve  less  for  the 
Joss  of  her. 

Shot.  The  loss  of  her !  The  loss  of  Mary? 

Bosk.  Good  Shotbolt,  when  young  women  put  them¬ 
selves  into  nunneries,  for,  what  they  are  pleased  to  say, 
the  good  of  their  souls,  dost  thou  not  think  they  pay  us 
men  a  very  scurvy  compliment  ?  I  never  could  find  out 
the  reason  for  thus  shutting  up  a  large  stock  of  the  fair 
sex ;  unless,  indeed,  it  is  as  we  garner  up  corn,—  in  case  of 
a  time  of  famine. 

Shot.  But  Mary  ? 

Bosk.  Marry,  she’s  going  to  leave  the  world.  I  thought 
she  would  wed  with  master  Shafton  ;  but  no,  ’tis  but  a 
minute,  and  she  ran,  with  tears  swimming  in  her  eyes, 
from  her  father,  and  sent  me  with  a  letter  to  the  Abbess 
of  St.  Ursula’s  convent,  praying  admission.  The  Abbess 
has  consented,  and  a  friar,  I  suppose  one  of  the  Abbess’s 
select  friends,  will,  in  a  few  minutes,  come  to  take  young 
mistress  hence. 

Shot.  Mary  a  nun  ! — it  cannot  be ! 

Bosk.  Why  so  one  would  think,  considering  the 

selection  she  might  make  from  her  acquaintance. - But 

I  must  hence  and  deliver  my  message;  alas!  this  will  be 
a  rare  hut  when  mistress  Mary  leaves  us  :  she  did  some¬ 
times  sprinkle  a  few  crumbs  in  our  way,  but  those  days 
of  plenty  are  now  no  more.  [Exit,  R. 
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ENTER  OVERY.  L. 

Overt/.  Shotbolt,  now,  what  says  Mary  ? 

Shot.  What  says  she  ? 

Overt/.  Aye,  have  you  not  questioned  her  ? 

Shot,  [aside.]  How  to  answer  him  ! - Yes,  yes,  she 

consents. 


Overy.  Good  lad,  good  lad  ;  Mayfly  is  at  hand— I’ll 
hence,  and  give  him  the  signal. 

Shot.  Stay  I’ll  lead  her  here  and  leave  her:  stand 
you  aloof.  ’ 

Overy.  Aye,  and  now  my  wily  Baron,  I  have  over- 
matched  you.  [M,  l. 

Shot.  You  shall  do  so  ;  even  more  than  you  suppose. 

[Exit,  L. 

Enter  Mayfly,  as  a  monk,  at  C.  D.  and  Mary  veiled  in  a 
long  black  veil,  r. 

Mary.  Ah!  already  here! 

May.  Daughter,  I  come  to  give  you  counsel,  the 
evening  closes  in,  and—  - 

Mary.  Father,  I  attend  you.  T  thought  I  could  have 
left  this  place  without  a  tear ;  T  thought  I  could  have 
turned  from  this  scene  of  misery  and  desolation,  without 
a  single  throbbing  of  the  heart.  I  cannot ;  some  mystic 
power  yet  holds  me  to  this  spot— objects,  familiar  from  the 
hours  of  infancy,  seem  to  beckon  me  to  stay  ;  there  is 
a  mute  eloquence  in  the  very  walls. 

May.  Come. 

Mary.  Where  is  my  father  ? 

May.  See !  where  he  stands !  [ pointing  of. 

Mary.  Alas!  he  knows  not  my  determination,  nor 
would  I  have  him  until  I  am  safely  made  a  daughter  of 
the  church. 

May  [aside.]  A  daughter  of  the  church !  what  means 
she  ?— Haste  ! 

Mary.  But  one  more  look— my  father  !  Another  mo¬ 
ment  ! — now,  now  I  am  wholly  thine. 


[Music. — Mayfly  leads  her  of,  c.  D. 

Enter  Parroquet,  R.  disguised  as  a  friar. 

Par.  A  plague  on  that  Mayfly,  I  am  here  before  him  : 
if  I  but  get  the  girl,  he  shall  pay  roundly  for  her.  Eh! 
who’s  this?  ’tis  she  by  my  hopes!  If  she  be  well  in¬ 
structed  now  by  that  cur,  her  father,  she  will  trip  by 
my  side  like  a  tame  lamb. 
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Enter  Shotbolt,  l.  disguised  in  a  cloak. 

Shot.  [ aside .]  Is  this  now  the  true  friar,  or  one  of 
the  minions  ? 

Par.  Daughter ! 

Shot.  [ aside .]  ’Tis  one  of  them. 

[Music.  Shot, bolt  signifies  that  he  is  ready  to  depart. — 
Exeunt,  c.  d. 

Enter  Overy,  l. 

Overy.  They  are  gone !  Shotbolt !  Shotbolt !  why  Shot- 
boltl  he  heeds  me  not— Shotbolt !  not  here?  he  should 

follow  with  his  fellows  and  watch,  lest - Ah,  if  he 

should  not,  and  Fitzgeffrey  ! — oh,  then  were  I  damned  in¬ 
deed  !— What  ails  me?  my  heart  swells,  and  my  old  si¬ 
news  stiffen, — there’s  mist  before  my  eyes,  and  the  blood 
sings  in  my  ears. 

Enter  Father  Robert,  c.  d. 

F.  Rob.  Peace  be  upon  this  house  ! 

Overy.  What  mummery  is  this  ?  answer,  where  have 
you  taken  Mary  ? 

F.  Rob.  Speakest  thou  of  thy  daughter  ? 

Overy.  Curses  on  thee!  of  whom  should  I  speak  ? 

F  Rob.  Suppress  thy  wrath— I  come  to  take  her 
hence. 

Overy.  Come  !  know’st  not  she  is  gone  ? 

F.  Rob.  Gone!  whither?  with  whom  ? 

Overy.  With  thy  fellow !  Tell  me,  whither  !  I  meant 
not  what  I  said, — here  is  the  gold,  [gives  Aag-.l  I  was  mad 
when  I  did  promise. 

F.  Rob.  And  mad  art  thou  now,  old  man. 

Overy.  What!  dost  thou  scoff  me?  [rushing  to  him.] 
My  daughter!  J 

F.  Rob.  Madman  !  read  this,  [gives  letter. ]  It  is  a 
prayer  from  thy  child  for  refuge  with  the  daughters  of 
St.  Ursula.  I  come  to  take  her  hence — I  come  to  wed  her 
to  the  church. 

Overy.  Aye,  and  to  dower  her  with  her  dead  father’s 
gold,  if  if  he  had  any  [snatches  the  bag  from  him.] 
But,  no!  if  wealth  were  mine,  it  should  be  coffined  with 
me,  rot  beside  my  corse,  ’ere  one  doit  should  cross  thy 
monkish  fingers! 

F.  Rob.  Heaven  be  upon  you  ;  farewell !  [Exit,  c.  D. 

Overy.  No,  no,  leave  me  not,  I  am  old  and  wayward  ; 
my  daughter !  Oh !  Mary  !  Mary  ! 
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Enter  Fitzgeffrev,  c.  d. 

Fit*.  Mary  !  what  of  her  ? 

Overt/.  Lost ! 

Fitz.  Dead  ? 

Overt/.  No,  no;  would  she  were  !  Had  she  tenanted 
heaven  but  one  hour,  I  had  then  been  saved. 

Fitz.  Not  dead  !  yet  lost ! 

Overt/.  Aye;  she  lives,  yet  I  have  murdered  her! 
1  is  a  foul  riddle;  seek  not  to  know  it. 

Fttz.  For  mercy’s  sake,  speak !  your  acts  are  of  mad¬ 
ness! 

Overt/.  They  are.  I  thought  this  breast  was  granite 
--these  veins  iron — my  blood  venom!  alas!  Iam  yet 
human  [wildly. ]  My  wits,  my  wits  ! 

Fitz.  As  you  hope  for  heaven - 

Overt/.  Dumbness  strike  thy  tongue  !  Heaven !  when 
I  shall  seek  its  bar,  the  lightning  of  her  glance  will  strike 
me  down,  down  to  perdition!  there,  her  eyes,  fixed 
eternally  upon  me,  will,  like  coals  of  living  fire,  eat 
into  my  heart !  ' 

Enter  Neighbours,  c.  d. 

1  st.  Neigh.  Master  Over y,  is  your  daughter  abroad  ? 
Overt/.  Yes;  what  of  her  ? 

1st.  Neigh.  I  thought  ’twas  she ;  a  woman,  escorted 
or  rather  forced  into  a  boat  by  a  man,  has  gone  down  the 
river. 

Overy,  Get  horses,  and  ride  along  the  banks— launch 
every  boat  and  follow.  I’ll  reward  you  with  gold,  gold  ! 
no,  no;  I  rave,  [a  bag  falls  from  his  girdle — he  throws 
himself  over  it.  ]  I  have  no  gold ;  Iam  a  poor,  weak,  de¬ 
solate  old  man — I’ll  give  you  my  prayers. 

1  st. Neigh.  And  enough  too  in  such  a  cause;  come,  lads! 
Fitz.  Here!  here  is  money,  neighbours! 

Overy.  [ takes  bag  from  him.]  I  will  reward  them  and 
give  thee  what  remains.  But,  my  child!  save  her  or 
Fitzgeffrey—— 

Fitz.  Fitzgeffrey! 

Overy.  Aye,  ’tis  to  him  I  have  sold  her  ’tis  to  his 
minions. 

Fitz.  [aside.]  Fitzgeffrey  !  either  my  name  is  abused 
by  villains,  or  the  old  man  utters  madness.  Come,  friends  ! 
Overy.  A  way  !  away!  I’ll  follow. 

[Overy  forces  them  out,  C.  D.  hides  money  in  his  garment 
and  exit.  c.  D. 

c  2 
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SCENE  II. — Interior  of  a  ruined  building. 

Enter  Dagger  and  Parroqtjet,  from  a  recess  L.  c-F. 

Par.  Aye,  there  she  is  safe,  until  Mayfly  come  to 
claim  her  ;  the  loitering  fool,  where  can  he  be  hidden  ? 

Pag.  Fool ! — nay,  the  wisdom  between  you  is  but  lit¬ 
tle,  I  take  it, — What,  in  the  name  of  roguery,  has  either 
he  or  thou  to  do  with  this  girl  ? 

Par.  Marry,  I  know  not ;  yet  he  tells  me  ’twill  be 
the  means  of  shaking  the  old  man’s  money-bags.  But, 
come,  let  us  take  a  turn  down  the  bank,  and  see  where 
Mayfly’s  loitering. 

Pag.  But  the  girl? 

Par.  Nay,  she’s  safe  enough ;  could  she,  if  she 
would,  break  thro’  yon  oaken  door  ? — Come. 

[Exeunt,  L.  u.  e. 

Music. — Shotbolt  is  heard  within  breaking  down  the  door 
he  runs  in — a  bar  in  his  hand. 

Shot.  The  villains!  still  I  am  undiscovered!  this  bar 
left  on  the  floor  of  my  dungeon,  has  given  me  means  to 
break  my  prison: — but  Mary  ! — ah!  who  comes  hither? 
Strangers  in  earnest  talk  ! — I’ll  to  my  hiding  place  again, 
lest  suddenness  defeat  my  purpose.  [retires. 

Enter  Officer,  Baldwin,  and  Wolstand. 

Oft.  You  would  know  the  knaves  again,  masters? 

Bald.  Know  them?  Aye: — they  were  a  brace  of 
sparkish  lads — gay,  painted  robbers,  who  took  our  purses 
with  the  air  of  ambassadors. 

Wol.  Nay,  let  the  purses  go ;  I  care  not  for  mine. 
But  to  be  robbed  of  that  diamond  bracelet !  stones  of 
such  water  were  not  in  all  Britain.  Come,  if  we  loiter 
here,  we  shall  not  cross  the  river  ere  ’tis  midnight.  Can 
you  tell  me  the  name  of  the  ferryman  who  plies  at  the 
next  station  ? 

Oft.  Aye;  old  John  Overy. 

Wol.  What!  then  he  hath  played  at  bo-peep  with 
death  till  now  ?  Tell  me  ;  he  is  a  jovial,  free-hearted  old 
man  ;  is  he  not  ?— Why  do  you  laugh  ?  Is  it  a  miracle  for 
an  old  man  to  have  a  smile  upon  his  cheek  ? 

Oft.  It  would  be  with  the  old  ferryman.  You  know 
him  not,  Sir,  or  you  would  spare  your  questions — free¬ 
hearted !  a  flint  will  shew  fire,  an’  you  strike  it  hard 
enough;  but  warmth  from  John  Overy! — ha  !  ha  !  ’tis  a 
good  jest,  Sir. 
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fVol.  [aside.]  Still  the  same  I  find.  But,  come; 
whilst  we  prate  the  night  is  darkening  :  we've  had  nought 
but  ill-luck  since  our  adventure  at  Canterbury  ; — fortune 
may  have  better  store  for  us  in  London.  [ Exeunt ,  l. 

Enter  Mayfly,  disguised  as  a  monk ,  and  Mary,  who  is  en¬ 
veloped  in  a  black  cloak  similar  to  that  worn  by  Shotbolt. 

Mary.  Alas  !  there  is  some  fearful  mystery  ;  why  not 
take  me  straightway  to  the  convent  ? 

May.  I  have  a  call  of  charity  to  make  within  this 
neighbourhood,  [aside.]  Where  can  they  be  ? 

Enter  Parroquet,  l. 

[Mary  retires  up  stage  inspecting  the  building. 
Where  have  you  loitered  ? 

Par.  ’Tis  I  should  ask  that  question  ; — what !  [seeing 
Mary.]  is  she  at  liberty  ? 

May.  Why  not? 

Par.  As  you  please;  I  thought ’twere  best  to  coop 
her  up  ;  ’tis  your  affair  not  mine. 

May.  Are  the  horses  ready  ? 

Par.  They  are. 

May.  Away  then  ;  I’ll  follow  instantly.  [Exit  Par¬ 
roquet,  o.  p.]  Now,  daughter. 

Mary.  Hence!  I  do  suspect  you  ! 

May.  Suspect !  doth  not  my  garb — 

Mary.  Hide  a  traitorous  purpose!  I  will  hence. 

May.  Pardon,  gentle  daughter,  ’tis  to  heaven  I  am 
now  accountable  for  your  safety. 

Mary.  It  is ;  and  did  I  believe  such  were  your  thoughts, 
I  yet  would  trust  you.  All  that  have  heaven  on  their  lips, 
bear  not  its  charities  within  their  hearts  ; — misery  hath 
made  me  circumspect — farewell ! 

May.  Hold  !  you  do  not  stir  ! 

Mary.  Who  shall  prevent  me? 

May.  That  which  hath  decoyed  thee  here — love! 

Mary.  Love! 

May.  Aye,  fierce  unconquerable  love! 

Mary.  Miscreant !  where  is  thy  oath  to  heaven  ?  is 
not  thy  lip  pale  that  breathes  the  word?  love!  thou 
perjured  villain  !  hence!  I  loathe,  scorn,  and  defy  you  ! 

May.  Call  me  not  perjured,  Mary  Overv;  think  not 
a  priest,  a  poor  bead-counting  monk,  demands  thy  love; 
no,  behold!  what  seest  thou  now  ?  [throws  off  cloak. 

Mary  A  serpent  that  hath  crept  from  out  a  temple, 
on  which  were  writ  the  words  of  truth  and  peace! 
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Mm/.  Thou  seest  1  have  broken  no  vow  with  heaven ! 
I  am  free  as  the  wind! 

Mary.  There  is  a  load  of  guilt  upon  thy  felon  heart  1 
I  see  it  in  thy  wolfish  eyes — within  their  light,  I  read  thy 
wicked  purpose  ! — thy  lip  is  trembling  ’neath  the  guilt 
thy  heart  would  utter ! 

May.  I  have  loved  thee  long  ;  ’tis  true  I  am  ruined  in 
fortune — thanks  to  my  own  folly,  and  the  usury  of  thy 
good  conscientious  sire ! 

Mary.  Thou  art  a  brave  man ! — thou  stealest  away  the 
daughter,  and  to  soothe  her  in  her  misery,  dost  abuse 
her  father ! 

May.  I  meant  not  so :  1  have  loved  thee  dearly  !  I 
found  thee - 

Mary.  Aye,  hold  there  !  how  did’st  thou  find  me  ? 
I  stood  an  orphan  in  my  father’s  house ! — there  was  no 
refuge  for  me  but  the  altar  of  my  faith  !  1  flew  to  em¬ 

brace  it — I  thought  I  clasped  it  in  my  arms,  when  thou, 
like  a  fiend  of  darkness,  did’st  rise  before  me !  the  vision 
vanished — the  dream  was  past. — I  conjure  thee,  if  pity 
is  not  wholly  exiled  from  thy  heart,  forego  thy  ruthless 
purpose  !  let  me  seek  my  father ! 

May.  Thy  father !  to  turn  from  me  to  him  were  but  a 
scurvy  change :  thou  hast  no  father  ;  what  think  you  if 
a  parent  should  strike  a  bargain — a  bargain  full  of  crime  ? 

Mary.  A  bargain!  say’stthou? — dost  thou  name  it, 
and  do  not  blushes  scorch  thy  cheeks  to  blackness  ? 

May.  I  tell  thee  thy  father  sold  thee. 

Mary.  Monster  !  thou  darest  not  say  so  o’er  a  father’s 
grave,  or  the  buried  man  would  leap  up  before  thee! 

May.  This  is  madness! — come,  Mary  Overy,  mine 
you  are — mine  you  shall  remain! 

Mary.  Mercy  !  mercy  !  I  am  a  poor,  weak,  desolate 
woman !  let  my  tears  be  my  weapons  and  disarm  your 
cruelty  !  [whistle  without. 

May.  Ah !  some  one  approaches !  come,  I’m  resolved  l 
[attempts  to  seize  her — she  springs  from  him,  at  the  same 
time  snatching  a  dagger  from  his  belt.]  Foolish  girl ;  if 
I  speak  but  a  word,  you  are  upon  my  horse’s  back  ! 

Mary.  That  word  may  be  spoken,  but  thy  steed  shall 
bear  a  corse ! 

May.  [approaching.]  Trifling! — come. 

Mary.  Stand  back ! — approach  but  one  step,  and  my 
blood  shall  gush  upon  thy  face!  [whistle  without. 

May.  Thus  I  defeat  your  madness! 
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[ Rushes  to  her — snatches  the  dagger  from  her  hand  ;  ske 
flies  up  the  stage — he  follows  her,  when  Shotbolt  comes 
between  them  ;  at  this  moment  Parroquet  and  Dagger 
run  on,  r.  u.  e. 

Shot.  Villains  !  stand  off!  Mary  Overy,  tremble  not ; 
if  they  would  touch  thee,  girl,  they  must  trample  o’et 
my  corse ! 

May.  Boaster ! 

[ The  three  attack  Shotbolt,  who  defends  himself  with  the 
bar ;  they  overpower  him  ;  Mayfly  pursues  Mary, 
when  old  Overy  runs  on,  receives  her  on  one  arm,  and 
opposes  himself  to  Mayfly  ;  at  the  same  moment  Fitz- 
geffirey  throws  himself  before  the  prostrate  Shotbolt 
and  the  Officer,  Wolstand  and  Baldwin,  who  have  en¬ 
tered,  secure  Parroquet  and  Dagger. 

Overy.  My  child,  Mary!  thou  art  safe! — ha!  haj 
forgive,  forgive,  thy  old  father! 

Wol.  [ recognizing  Mayfly  and  Parroquet.~\  Officer,  be¬ 
hold  the  robbers!  seize  them!  Villains!  where  is  our 
gold  ?  where  my  diamonds  ? 

May.  I  confess  the  theft;  but  I  had  accomplices:— 
you’d  have  your  diamonds?  look  there! 

[Mayfly  points  to  Overy,  whose  sleeve  in  the  conflict  has 
been  torn  apart,  and  who  bears  upon  his  arm  the  stolen 
jewels. 

Wol.  They  are  mine,  mine  ! 

[Rushing  to  seize  them  from  Overy. 

Overy.  Thine  !  no,  take  my  heart ! — lop  off  my 
hands !  pluck  out  my  beard  ! — but  my  wealth,  my  wealth  ! 
— no,  no;  I  have  no  wealth  but  this! — ’tis  mine!  mine! 
my  all  ! - 

Wol.  Officer,  seize  him ! 

Overy.  Never  !  lam  old,  poor - but  my  diamonds! 

diamonds  !  [Officer  and  Wolstand  struggle  ivith  Overy,  and 
tear  the  diamonds  from  hirn.~\  Villains!  destroy  an  old 
man !  and  you,  my  daughter !  all  see  me  robbed,  nor 
stir  a  foot?  curses  on  you  !  you  have  my  diamonds!  take 
all,  take  all ! 

[Pulls  out  a  bag  of  money ,  which  he  franticly  grasps  at, 
tears  open,  and  the  gold  falls  upon  the  stage. 

Ha!  villains!  touch  it  not,  touch  it  not!  my  gold  !  my 
gold!  my  gold! 

[In  a  paroxysm  of  madness,  he  throws  himself  down,  as 
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though  he  would  cover  the  money  ;  with  one  hand  he 
grasps  some  of  the  coin,  and  lifts  up  the  other  as  to  at¬ 
tack  whoever  may  approach. — Picture.  End  of  Act  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. —  View  of  the  Ferry. 

Enter  Wolstand  and  Baldwin,  s.  e. 

Bald.  What !  have  we  seen  wonders  abroad,  only  to 
be  out-wondered  at  home  ? 

JfW.  At  home!  plague  upon  it!  I  might  as  well  have 
died  of  a  good  old  age  in  Arabia,  or  in  Greenland,  as  to 
come  to  Britain  to  be  suddenly  killed  with  shame  and 
vexation. 

Bald.  But  you  ever  knew  your  brothei  Overy  to  be  a 
close,  lynx-eyed  miser  ? 

Hoi.  Aye,  he  was  so;  but  I  hoped  otherwise.  What 
do  1  find  ?  why,  that  thy  nephew,  master  Mayfly,  a  gull, 
hath  thrown  away  his  patrimony— hath  turned  thief,  and 
robbed  us  of  gold  and  diamonds  ;  and  that  my  brother,  he, 
whom  I  have  slept  with  in  the  same  cradle,  receives  the 
stolen  pelf!  Still  I  pardon  that ;  but  to  send  his  little 
grandchild  abroad  into  the  world  ! 

Bald.  Never  heed  ;  now  you  have  the  boy  safe  with  you. 

Wol.  Yes  ;  and  if  I  find  I  cannot  waken  one  thought 
of  kindness  in  old  Overy’s  heart,  I’ll  make  the  child  my 
sole  heir. 

Bald.  You  will  lose  your  pains  to  tamper  with  your 
brother. 

W°l.  I  know  not ;  as  yet  he  has  not  discovered  me ; 
I  will  disguise  myself  in  tatters, — call  upon  him — invent 
a  story  of  his  brother’s  misery ; — if  he  shew  a  tear  no 
bigger  than  a  needle’s  point, — 

Bald.  Find  tears  in  John  Overy  l  if  you  do,  I  shall 
have  hopes  of  fire  in  snow. 

Enter  Shotbolt,  l. 

W°l.  Now,  good  fellow,  is  your  master  yet  set  free? 

Shot.  Aye  ;  if  you  call  it  freedom  to  cut  the  pearl 
out,  and  then  throw  the  fish  back  again  to  the  waters 

IVol.  What  riddle  have  you  ? 

Shot.  A  riddle  that  will  make  my  master,  madman, 
>vhen  he  resolves  it  :  Sir,  he  hath  been  fined  two  hun¬ 
dred  pounds  for  the  robbery  his  daughter  hath  paid 
the  money  to  save  the  old  man  from  a  life  of  slavery. 
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Wol.  But  did  she  not  pay  it  with  the  old  man’s  con¬ 
sent? 

Shot.  His  consent  !  Would  you  ask  the  eagle  for  its 
eyes,  or  the  adder  for  its  sting? — his  consent! — after 
much  searching,  the  girl  found  the  old  man’s  hoard,  and 
ransomed  him  from  that.  It  will  be  mirth  for  the  fiends 
to  see  the  miser  kneeling  over  his  empty  chest. 

Wol.  Mirth,  indeed;  and  if  1  mistake  not,  I’ll  make 
one  at  the  merriment. — Come,  Baldwin.  Friend,  a  good 
day  to  you;  you  have  an  honest  brow,  though  a  rough 
one  ; — we  may  meet  another  time. 

[ Exeunt  Wolstand  and  Baldwin,  R. 

Shot.  Aye,  and  if  not,  all  is  one  I  takeit.  Now,  Shotbolt, 
resolve  thee  ;  thou  hast  long  loved  Mary  Overy  ;  perhaps 
she  owes  thee  some  gratitude  for  snatching  her  from  that 
tawdry  villain !  but  I  scorn  her  gratitude. — No !  if  she  will 
give  me  her  love,  why, ’twill  be  my  happiness;  if  not. 
I’ll  stay  no  longer  starving  on  her  iooks — tortured  by 
her  sweet  voice!  I’ll  leave  her  father’s  service,  and  strive, 
tho’  it  will  be  a  hard  task,  a  most  hard  task,  to  forget  her. 

Enter  Tristan,  l. 

Tris.  Friend,  I  would  speak  with  you. 

Shot.  1  dare  say  ;  a  man  can  rarely  walk  abroad  and 
he  is  not  chattered  to  by  pies  or  parrots. 

Tris.  Nay,  fair  words. 

Shot.  I  am  no  dealer  in  honey  :  you  serve  the  Baron 
Fitzgeffrey — art  sworn  friend  to  Will  Shafton,  the  Ba¬ 
ron’s  falconer  ; — a  good-day,  my  sleek  young  Sir. 

^ E Celt ,  R.  U.  E. 

Trig.  A  jealous  man,  but  an  honest  one, — poor  fellow, 
he  will  soon,  too  soon,  know  his  fortune.  The  Baron  is 
now  determined  on  the  marriage,  lest  Mary  should,  in  a 
rash  moment,  again  seek  to  immure  herself  within  a  con¬ 
vent ; — ha !  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Leonard,  habited  as  a  Page. 

What,  my  young  friend  !  Whither  away  ? 

Leo.  First  to  see  my  dear  aunt  Mary,  ere  my  grand¬ 
father  get  home  ;  and  then  to  return  to  my  new  master, 
the  rich  merchant. 

Tris.  ’Tis  well  you  have  left  your  first. 

Leo.  It  is  indeed! — I  was  never  happy  with  him: 
—he  was  always  asking  me  such  odd  questions — 
where  my  grandfather  put  his  money  ? — when  my  aunt 
went  abroad,  where  she  walked  ?  and  if  she  had  many 
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suitors?  with  other  talk,  much  of  which,  I  did  not  un¬ 
derstand. — 1  dare  say  master  Mayfly  will  wish  me  to  serve 
him  again,  for  I  hear  he  has  made  friends  who  have  re¬ 
leased  him  from  prison.  But,  no!  I  shall  stay  with  the 
rich  merchant — he  has  made  me  his  page,  and  promised 
to  he  very  good  to  me. 

'Iris.  His  page! — but  do  you  know  the  duties  of  a 
page? 

Leo.  No  ;  they  are  but  light  ones. 

Tris.  Light  ones !  in  faith,  it’s  a  calling  of  great  trust 
and  dignity:  but  come  with  me,  and  I  will  catechise 

y°U*  [Ex  punt  n 

SCENE  II. — The  house  of  Ovjf 
Overy  rushes  in,  c.  d. 

Overy.  I  am  again  at  home!  my  curses  wither  the 
knaves  ! — that  Mayfly — oh,  an  old  man  !  yet  to  be  the 

fool  of  younkers!— now,  now,  to  my  coffers !— ha  !  who’s 
here  ? 

Enter  Shotbolt,  l. 

Shot.  Thou  art  welcome  home,  Sir. 

Overy.  Thou  liest,  knave!— thou  would’st  have  had  me 
rot  in  a  gaol !  had  not  my  daughter,  good  girl!— had  not 
her  prayers  released  me! 

Shot,  [aside.]  Aye,  prayers,  and  thy  good  gold. 

Overy.  What  dost  thou  mutter  ? 

Shot.  And  thy  prayers  too,  I  said ;— doubtless  thou 
did’st  pray  for  thy  liberty  ? 

Overy.  Pray!— never  will  I  pray  again! 

Shot.  Master! 

Overy.  Never!— good  angels  turn  from  mel  fiends 
laugh  at  me  ! — I  have  tried  to  pray ! 

Shot.  Thou  hast  ? 

,  Overy.  Aye,  ’twas  in  my  dreams  : — I  sought  Saint 
Francis’ shrine  ;  the  chapel  was  lighted  up;  a  thousand 
tapers  flung  their  brightness  on  me;  clouds  of  incense 
rolled  about  me;  music  burst  as  from  a  thousand  angel 
throats— there  wasa  rustling  of  wings  : — I  looked  around 
and  the  statues  of  the  saints,  that  but  a  moment  seemed 

to  smile,  now  squinted  a  horrid  scorn  upon  me  • _ thev 

seemed  to  heave  and  swell  as  metal  ’neath  the  fire— thev 

turned  to  gold— to  bright  dazzling  gold  • _ all  was 

changed  ;— the  walls  whereon  I  gazed— the  altar  that  I 
clasped— the  roof  that  covered  me— the  floor  whereon  I 
<neeled  all,  all  was  gold  .-the  angels  sang  no  more! 
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but  there  was  gold! — 1  could  not  breathe — my  heart  beat — 
1  heard  it  in  that  horrid  silence  knock  against  my  breast 
— two  pilgrims’  roods,  changed  to  glitt’ring  metal,  lay 
beside  me  ; — I  snatched  them  up — they  turned  to  snakes, 
and  twisting  roundmy  arms  and  feet,  held  me  a  prisoner, 
hissing  in  my  face  ; — the  statues  glared  fiercely,  oped 
their  yellow  jaws,  and  laughed,  laughed  at  me— I 
shrieked,  shrieked,  and  awoke  ! 

Shot.  Frightful! 

Overy.  Never  will  I  pray  again!  hence!  begone! 

Shot.  A  word,  Sir  ;  1  saved  your  daughter — have  long- 
loved  her. — will  vou  consent  that  1  shall  wed  her  ? 

Overy.  Wed! — away  1  cannot  jest  now. 

Shot.  You  refuse? 

Overy.  I  love  not  a  race  of  beggars :  there  be  fools 
enough  to  bear  rags  ; — Mary  shall  not  add  to  the  number. 

Shot .  Farewell!  with  to-morrow,  my  service  ends. 
[aside.}  Still  1  will  ask  my  fate  of  Mary  ;  if  she  deny,  I 
know  my  task.  [Exit,  l. 

Overy.  He’s  gone — now,  now  for  my  store ! 

Enter  Mary,  r. 

Mary.  My  dear,  loved  father  !  [runs  to  him. 

Overy.  She  here  ?  Mary  ! 

Mary.  Thou  art  again  under  thine  own  roof! — again 
with  thine  own  child! 

Overy.  My  own  child ! — would’st  thou  not  have  left 
me?— thrown  thyself  into  a  nunnery,  that  the  goodly 
sisterhood  might  have  poisoned  thy  father  for  his 
wealth? — yet,  Mary,  ’twas  well  done  to  get  me  released 
— ’twas  well  done, — how  did’st  compass  it? 

Mary.  With  supplications,  tears. 

Overy.  Aye,  ’twas  good,  very  good;  and  they  were 
melted  with  thy  words  ?  I  heard  so;  thou  did’st  bravely r 
wench  ! 

Mary.  Alas!  they  were  most  unkind.  Those  who 
decided  upon  thy  fate,  told  me  thou  must  become  abonds- 
man  for  life,  unless — 

Overy.  Well! 

Mary.  From  thy  hoards — 

Overy.  Hoards!  what  hoards? 

Mary.  Thou  did’st  pay  two  hundred  pounds. 

Overy.  Two  hundred  pounds! — ha  !  ha  !  ha!  pleasant 
judges;  Wassuch  wealth  ere  heard  of  ? — did’st  not  laugh 
at  them,  girl  ?  Why  thou  answerest  not  1 — speak  ! 
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Mary.  Thou  would’st  have  been  a  prisoner  for  life! 

Overy.  For  eternity! — for  such  a  sum,  a  slave,  the 
lowest  slave,  that  ever  sold  his  eyes,  tongue,  heart, 
would  be  paid  beyond  all  thought — two  hundred  pounds. 
—But  thou  tremblest  and  Icokest  white. 

Mary.  Father,  father!  thy  judges  were  about  to  con¬ 
demn  thee! — a  minute  more,  and  thou  would’st  have  been 

serf! — Father  !  dost  thou  love  me  ? 

Overy.  Thou  knowest  it. 

Mary.  Say,  I  had  been  in  thy  place — the  victim  of 
deceit!  that  I,  thine  own  child,  about  to  receive  a  brand 
of  infamy! — a  lifetime  of  servitude  !  and  yet  the  shame, 
and  days  and  nights  of  grievous  toil,  might  be  by  so 
much  gold  prevented,  what  would’st  thou  have  done? 

Overy .  Two  hundred  pounds. 

Mary.  Thy  child  on  one  hand,  the  gold  on  the  other, 
which  would’st  thou  have  ta’en  ? 

Overy.  [ abstractedly .]  Two  hundred  pounds. 

Mary.  Then  have  1,  in  thy  judgment,  erred. 

Overy.  What  would’st  thou  ? 

Mary.  I  gave  the  money. 

Overy.  Thou  did’st  not ; — what!  two  hundred  pounds  ! 

'  did’st  borrow  them  ?  or  did’st  steal. — 

Mary.  Steal ! — no  !  for  the  gold  I  took  belonged  to  the 
unworthy — it  was  my  father’s— 

Overy.  Thou  say ’st  not  ? 

Mary,  [pointing  ojf'.']  The  chest 

Overy.  Ha  !  [ rushes  up  to  box — lays  it  down,  and  throws 
open  lid— finding  it  empty.]  I  am  blind!  [staggers from 
the  box  after  amoment.]  Devils  !  ha  !  traitress  !  destroyer! 
thou  hast  murdered  thy  father  !— death  for  death ! 

[Snatches  a  fcnife  from  his  girdle — the  girl  sinks  on  her 
knees,  Overy  is  tnadly  rushing  to  her,  when  Shotbolt 
entering  from  L.  wing,  intercepts  him,  and  wrests 
the  knife  from  his  hand. 

Shot.  Dost  thou  shake  with  rage  or  palsy?  hence! — 
cover  thy  grey  hair  with  ashes — fall  down,  beg  forgive¬ 
ness  of  heaven,  but  dare  not  raise  thine  eyes  to  it!  Old 
man  of  gold  and  blood,— stab  thine  own  child  ?— The 
wolf  shames  thee!  and  the  bear  growls  scorn  upon  thee! 
— hence!  [gives  him  knife.]  and  with  the  knife  thou 
would’st  have  warmed  within  thy  daughter’s  heart,— go 
— scratch  thyself  a  grave  ! 
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Overt/.  My  servant ! 

Shot.  Thy  master! — tho*  I  were  chained,  blinded, 
tongue-tied,  and  thou,  a  crowned  king,  did’st  sit  upon  a 
throne  of  adamant,  still,  still  thy  master  ! 

Overy.  Furies  seize  thee,  madman  !  I  am  brain- 
struck  ; — she  hath  despoiled  me — broken  my  heart — 
given  me  to  want,  misery! — my  gold  1  my  gold! — I’ll 
have  revenge  !— my  gold  !  my  gold  !  [Exit,  R. 

Shot.  Nay,  Mary,  come — do  not  tremble  girl ;  the  old 
man  is  gone, — he  can  hardly  stand  these  fits  of  passion 
long. 

Mary.  Miserable  daughter ! 

Shot.  Mary,  1  know  not  fine  words  to  woo  with; — 
there  may  be  some  who  would  speak  braver  phrases  to 
thee  ; — but  none,  none,  who  could  put  more  heart  into 
them. — Mary,  I  love  you. 

Mary,  [coldly. ]  With  a  brother’s  love  ? 

Shot.  With  a  brother’s  love  ! — abroth - it  is  enough  ; 

Mary  Overy,  it  is  enough. — I  am  a  stern  uncultivated 
man,  with  no  kindness  of  the  world  to  temper  me;  yet 
shalt  thou  find  my  love  was  of  that  pure  devoted  nature, 
that  speaking  once,  and  finding  no  echo  to  its  hopes,  it 
took  an  honourable,  tho’  painful  silence,  and  ne’er  of¬ 
fended  twice ; — farewell! 

Mary.  What  would  you  ?  you  will  not  leave  me  ? 

Shot.  No,  Mary,  I  love  thee  too  well;  tho’  thou  can’st 
never  be  mine,  yet  will  1  watch  thy  safety.  Thou  may’st 
soon,  bless  another  ;  nay,  redden  not — I  will  wait  until 
then — wait  until  thou  art  safe  from  a  father’s  avarice,  and 
then  adieu  !  I  would  not  hear  that  tongue  after  it  had 
uttered  aye  to  another.  [Exit,  l. 

Mary.  Brave  man  !  but  ’tis  in  vain — Shafton  has  my 
faith;  will  be  here  soon  to  have  my  final  pledge. — It 
would  surely  seem  that  heaven  punished  me  for  my  for¬ 
getfulness  of  his  affection,  when  in  the  hour  of  my  an¬ 
guish  and  disappointment,  1  sought  to  unite  myself  to 
the  church:  who  comes  hither  ?  my  father! — the  sinking 
of  my  heart, — oh,  bitter  warning,  tells  me  it  is  he — I  will 
avoid  him,  for  there  is  peril  in  his  presence  !  [Exit,  c.  d. 

SCENE  III. — A  Street  in  London. 

Enter  Tristan  and  Bosk,  l. 

Bosk.  Well,  I  cannot  blame  her,  yet  it  is  somewhat 
sudden  ; — yesterday  she  was  for  flying  to  a  convent,  and 
to-day  she  is  to  be  married. 
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Tfis.  Aye,  but  be  silent,  good  Bosk,  till  the  cere- 
mony  is  passed  '  master  Sliafton  hath  now  gone  to  Mary 

tis  but  a  few  paces  to  the  church, — and  in  a  few  mi¬ 
nutes — 

Bosk.  Yes,  I  know,  when  marriage  is  the  order,  much 
mischief  may  be  done  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour. — How  sur¬ 
prised  old  Overy  will  be. 

Tris *  There  will  be  other  starers  I  take  it  besides  the 
miser. 

Bosk.  What,  is  there  a  secret  ?  There  is,  I’m  sure  of 
'  ’  ana  y°u  look  as  if  keeping  it,  made  you  uncomfort¬ 
able can  I  assist  you  to  carry  it  ?  I’m  close — close  as 
my  ferry-boat. 

Tris.  Time  is  the  grand  discover,  master  Bosk, — good- 
day.  ’  & 

Bosk.  You  will  not  trust  me  ? 

Tris.  With  my  own  secret  I  might,  but  not  my  mas- 

ei7f*  7  tj.  ...  [Exit,  r. 

Bosk..  His  masters! — now  what  can  his  master,  the 
baron  Fitzgeffrey,  have  to  do  with  the  marriage  of  his 
falconer,  W^ill  Shafton,  with  Mary  Overy  2 

Enter  Mayfly,  l.  dressed  in  mean  apparel. 

May.  Bosk. 

Bosk.  What  dost  thou  honour  me  with  acknowledg¬ 
ments  yet  ?  fe 

May.  And  why  not? 

Bosk.  Oh,  I  am  glad  to  find  you  have  no  pride ;  I 
thought  that  imprisonment  and  fining  for  theft— don’t 
jump,  man,  I  said  theft — might  have  put  you  above  a 
poor  honest  varlet  like  myself.— In  truth,  those  prison 
waUs  must  be  ugly  things,— why  they  have  rubbed  all  the 
metal  off  your  worship. 

May.  Where  is  the  old  scoundrel  ? 

Bosk  Marry,  the  oldest  scoundrel  I  know,  is  but 
a  marvellous  little  way  from  me. 

May.  Where  is  Overy,  your  master? 

Bosk.  Scraping  silver  pennies,  or  extracting  gold  from 
the  scales  of  trout,  to  make  up  for  his  losses. 

May.  Is  he  at  home  ?  I  would  see  him. 

Bosk.  Take  a  friend’s  word— go  not  there 
Why  not  ? 

He  will  tear  thee  piecemeal. 

Why  so  ? 

Why  so  !  why  does  one  cur  fly  at  another? 


May. 

Bosk. 

May. 

Bosk. 
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May.  Dost  bark,  hound  ? 

Bosk.  No ;  the  hound  barks  not  at  a  worm— but  turn 
ing  from  it,  leaves  the  crawler  in  its  dirt  [Exit  r 

At  >TjS  near  the  hour— Parroquet  and  Dagger  are 

hand,  and  now,  the  miser’s  heaps  cannot  escapees. 

SCENE  IV — Overy’s  House.  ^ 

Enter  Wolstand,  disguised  in  rags,  and  Baldwin,  c.  d, 

Baid.  Let  me  dissuade  you  from  the  attempt. 
yv°  No  ;  I  am  determined  on  the  project. 

^ ■  ,/rAsi'ou1wiU  J~but  f°r  that  ungrateful  nephew 

hhT-l-d  ^  he  ShaU  neVer  kn°"  hisuncIe  was  so  near 
you  are  resolved?  g‘Ve  ^  ^  “**-«<« 

W°l.  I  am— leave  me  ;~1  will  meet  you  anon 

ausasr — 

'tesssssssrs  VAssra 

Me  demeanour  is  that  of  a  mild  imbecility. 

™l€ry'u,Ihe  Sk/  has  P°ured  its  maledictions  on  me  • 

fTnmyng0  d  m?  darlin^  blessed  sold!  melts  like  snow 

LTdaT.^SU'  T  “Ved  years  •'‘O'*™*  in  the 
iast  day  ,— had  I  been  bound  to  a  stake,  the  fires  curline- 

p  around  me,  it  had  been  bliss ; — my  daughter  slights 

rrSt'7budrfhhter-adid  ?  “*  U»  knife  £*££ 

-reast  .  but  then  she  robbed  me  .'—robbed  me '  [turns 

?"*J  Ah!  a  thiff'  a  thief ' 
Wol.  Old  man,  I  come  in  honesty  of  purpose. 

Oiery.  In  honesty  !— ha  *  ha!  ’tis  the  word  they  all 

thy  rags^1"'  ^  d°St  th°U  here?  this  r0of  she^rs  not 

Wol.  Had’st  thou  not  a  brother  ? 

Overy.  No,  no;  no  brother — no  father— no  one— I 
want  no  one. 

Wol.  Thou  had’st  a  brother ! 

Overy.  Thou  say’st  so. 

W ol.  I  come  from  him. 

Overy.  A  leech,  a  leech  !  that  would  hang  upon  me 
•“■not  a  penny— not  a  penny——* 

t.  ™.to^‘rnty  ycari  siDce  he  qui,,ed 
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Overy.  The  land  of  gold,  of  precious  gems— the  pa¬ 
radise  of  the  world  ; — I  know  it. 

Wol.  Became  rich, — very  rich. 

Overy.  My  brother  !  very  rich  ! — my  loved  brother 
rich,  rich! — does  he  live? — if  not,  and  he  has  no  chil¬ 
dren,  1  am  his  heir! — I  have  proof,  certain  proof. 

Wol.  He  yet  lives. 

Overy.  Yet  lives! — but,  rich,  rich;  would  he  were 
here  ! — rich,  rich  ! 

Wol.  No ! 

Overy.  Not? 

Wol.  Reverses  of  trade  have  beggared  him  ! 

Overy.  The  fool !  had  money,  and  a  beggar  !  go,  thou 
makest  me  sick  at  heart. 

Wol.  Thy  brother  is  now  in  London . — wilt  thou  serve  him? 

Overy.  I  serve! — crushed  by  poverty  ! — beaten  down 
by  wrongs  ! 

Wol.  Wilt  thou  send  him  money  ? 

Overy.  Wilt  thou  make  me  mad  ? 

Wol.  But  thy  brother. 

Overy.  Devil! 

Wol.  [gives  purse.~\  Here  then  is  gold! 

Overy.  What! 

Wol.  [ aside .]  Yet,  one  more  trial  of  his  nature. 

Overy.  [having  inspected  pufse.^  It  is  gold! 

Wol.  Thy  brother  is  poor,  but  I,  tho’  it  may  not  seem 
so,  am  rich  ! — he  will  be  here  anon  ;  lay  out  that  money 
in  a  feast  to  welcome  him. 

Overy.  What! — all! — ’twere  a  sin  as  bad  as  murder! 
—all! 

Wol.  Every  penny. 

Overy.  Alack,  my  house  is  ill-suited  for  a  revel ;  I 
pray  excuse  me. 

Wol.  Even  so, — give  me  back  the  purse,  it  will  else¬ 
where  buy  entertainment. 

Overy.  No,  no;  I  will  welcome  my  brother  here. 

Wol.  And  see  thou  dost  so  with  heartiness,  nay,  with 
profusion  : — farewell ;  in  a  brief  space  thy  brother  will  be 
here,  [as/de.]  Now,  if  he  stint  in  entertainment,  I  dis¬ 
card  him.  [Exit,  c.  D. 

Overy.  My  brother  here! — yet  poor — another  one  to 
eatjne  jp.  [counting  money Here  are  twenty-five  pieces 
— a  sum!  a  mighty  sum!  and  to  spend  it  in  eating!— I 
would  die  first — yethow  to  prevent  it  ? — die  !  did  I  say  1 
a  glorious  thought!  a  great  one  !  if  I  can  but  delay  the 
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feast  a  day,  I  may  find  means  to  keep  the  purse! — I’ll 
even  counterfeit  death  ;  they  coming,  finding  r;e  dead, 
will  have  no  appetite  for  feasting;  thus  I  shall  keep  the 
gold! — it  shall  be  so — I’ll  in — alarm  my  servants — throw 
myself  upon  the  floor,  and  play  the  corse!  oh,  ’tis  a 
thought,  a  thought  worth  worlds!  [goes  to  a  floor  injlat.~\ 
What,  ho!  Bosk — Mary — Shotbolt — help!  help!  help! 

[Exit  through  door  in  fiat. 

Enter  Bosk,  c.  d. 

Bosk.  My  master’s  voice — not  here!  why  where  has 
the  old  man  hid  himself? — this  door  open  ! — master!  no 
answer ! — I’ll  in.  [Exit  through  door  in  fiat. 

Enter  Shotbolt,  c.  d. 

Shot.  ’Tis  past — Mary  Overy  is  lost  to  me  for  ever  ! — I 
saw  her  enter  the  church — I  could  not  follow  her — I  sat 
beneath  the  porch  until  they  told  me  she  had  pronounced 
the  oath,  I  then  flew  here  to  look  once  more  upon  the 

spot,  and  then  to  leave  for  ever - 

Re-enter  Bosk,  in  haste. 

Bosk.  Shotbolt ! 

Shot.  How  now!  what  alarm? — you  are  pale  and 
trembling! 

Bosk  Our  master — heaven  pardon  him  !  he  is  dead  ! 

Shot.  Dead ! 

Bosk.  Aye  :  I  heard  his  voice,  ran  to  his  assistance — 
’tvvas  too  late — he  lies  there,  an  unsightly  heap  of  death. 

Shot.  Poor  Mary,  ’twill  be  a  sad  shock  upon  her  bri¬ 
dal  day. 

Bosk.  It  will  indeed — run,  and  prepare  her  for  the 
tidings,  run  and  meet  them. 

Shot.  What!  meet  her  ?  meet  dame  Shafton?  no,  go 
you,  good  Bosk,  I’ll  stay  here. 

Bosk.  Do  so  ;■  poor  Mary,  though  she  could  not  love 
the  old  man,  yet  ’twill  be  an  evil  tale.  [Exit,  c.  d. 

Shot.  What  have  I  promised?  to  remain  here  until 
they  return  ? — I  cannot:  I  will  retire  into  this  room,  from 
whence  I  may  see  them  myself  unseen,  then  steal  away — 
where? — 1  know  not! — but  ’tis  of  little  matter. 

[Music.  Exit,  l. 

Enter  Mayfly,  Parroquet,  and  Dagger,  through  win 

dow  at  side. 

May.  All  are  out,  all  at  the  wedding:  now,  now  to  work. 

Par.  Know  you  the  spot? 

May.  Yes:  1  have  watched  the  old  mole  at  his  toil — 
’tis.  somewhere  here  he  burrows — ha! — —  [Music. —  lie 
lifts  up  part  of  the  flooring.  ]  Behold!  there  is  a  blaze  ! 
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Par.  All  the  miser's  heaps  ! 

May.  Quick!  quick! - 

[Music. — They  lift  up  several  vessels  of  gold  and  silver, 
with  bags  of  money  ;  at  this  moment  Overy  appears  at 
the  door  in  flat. 

Overy.  What  noise  is — [ seeing  robbers .]  ha! — [ rushes 
madly  umovgst,  and  grapples  with  them.']  Villains! 
Murderers! - 

May.  Die !  — 

[Music. — He  stabs  Overy  ;  is  about  to  repeat  the  blow, 
when  Shotbolt  rushes  before  the  miser ,  and  protects 
him;  at  the  same  moment,  Bosk,  Mary,  Fitzgeffrey, 
and  Tristan,  enter  at  door,  (c.  D.)  Bosk,  and  Fitz- 
gefTrey  cut  off  the  retreat  of  Parroyuet  and  Mayfly  ; 
Mary  runs  to  her  father. 

Mary.  My  father! — 

May.  Ah  !  defeated  love  shall  have  revenge  ! 

[Music. — Mayfly  attempts  to  stab  Mary  ;  Shotbolt 
springs  before  her  ;  wrests  the  dagger  from  Mayfly’s 
hand;  casts  him  down  ;  catches  Mary’s  hand;  kisses 
it,  exclaiming,  “  Bless  you,  Mary,  heaven  bless  you !” 
and  rushes  wildly  off,  c.  D 

Mary.  Father,  speak  to  me  ! 

Enter  Wolstand,  Baldwin,  and  Leonard,  c.  d. 

Wol.  My  brother  murdered! 

Mary.  Thy  brother! 

Wol.  I’ll  tell  thee  all  anon — look  to  him. 

Overy .  Brother — no,  no,  no  feasting  here— send  him 
to  the  church-yard. 

Mary,  Father  J  dear  father,  dost  thou  not  know  me  ? 

Overy.  No  ;  I  had  a  child,  but  I  sold  her — she  is  in  my 
purse. 

Mary.  Oh,  heavens!  he  is  dying! — father,  father, — 
say  one  prayer — tell  me  you  have  hope. 

Overy.  Hope?  aye — ’tis  here  !— [snatches  one  of  the 
golden  vessels,  and  one  of  the  money-bags  at  his  feet.]  this 
is  my  hope,  my  only  hope  !  I  wish  none  else— my  hopes, 
my  hopes,  my - 

[Clasps  the  vessel  and  bag  in  his  arms,  and  dies. — Music  to 
fall  of  Curtain. 

DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 

Paid.  Mry.  Ov.  Wol.  Fitz.  Leo.  Bos.  Tris.  May.  Pa.  Dag 
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55  A  woman  never  vext 

56  The  Maid  of  the  Mill 

VOL.  IX. 

57  Barber  of  Seville 

58  Isabella 

59  Charles  the  Second 

60  The  Fair  Penitent 

61  George  Barnwell 

62  The  Fall  of  Algiers 

63  Der  Freischutz 

VOL.  X. 

64  The  Fatal  Dowry 
65>  Shepherd  of  Der¬ 
went  Vale 

Father  and  Son 
Wives  as  they  were 
Lofty  Projects 
Every  Man  in  his 
Humour 

70  Two  Galley  Slaves 

VOL.  XL 

71  Brutus,  Is.  r-r' 

72  Ali  Pacha 

73  Twelfth  Night 

74  Henry  the  Fifth 

75  Love  in  humble  life 

76  Child  of  N  ature 

77  The  Sleep  Walker 

VOL.  XII. 

78  Orestes  in  Argos 

79  Hide  and  Seek 

80  Tribulation 

81  The  Rival  Valets 

82  Roses  and  T  horns 

83  Midas 

84  Rule  a  Wife  and  have 

a  Wife 
VOL.  XIII. 

A  Bold  Stoke  for  a 
Wife. 

86  Good-natured  Man 

87  O heron 

88  Lord  of  the  Manor 

89  The  Honey-Moon 

90  Doctor  Bolus 

91  High  Life  below 
stairs 


85 


Sur- 


VOL.  XIV. 

92  Disagreeable 
prise 
98  The  Stranger 

94  Village  Lawyer 

95  School  for  Scandal 

96  The  Spoiled  Child 

97  Animal  Magnetism 

98  Wheel  of  Fortune 

VOL.  XV. 

99  The  Critic 

100  Deaf  and  Dumb 

101  The  Castle  Spectre 

102  The  Revenge 

103  Midnight  Hour 

104  Speed  the  Plough, Is 

105  R  osina 

VOL.  XVI. 

106  Monsieur  Tonson 

107  Comedy  of  Errors 

108  The  Spectre  Bride¬ 
groom 

109  A  Cure  for  the 
Heart-ache,  Is. 

110  Amateurs  &:  Actors 

111  Inkle  and  Yarico 

112  Education 

VOL  XVII. 

113  Children  in  the 
Wood 

114  Rendezvous 

115  Barbarossa 

116  Gambler’s  Fate 

117  Giovanni  in  London 


135  Who  wants  a  Gui¬ 
nea,  Is. 

136  Poor  Soldier 

137  Midsummer  Night’s 
Dream 

138  The  Way  to  get  Mar¬ 
ried,  Is. 

139’  Turnpike  Gate 

140  Paul  and  Virginia 

VOL.  XXL 

141  The  Cabinet,  Is. 

142  Youthful  Queen 

143  Green-eyed  monster 

144  Country  Girl 

145  Irish  Tutor 

146  Beaux’ .Stratagem 

147  The  W$l,  is. 

VOL.  XXII. 

148  Irishman  in  London 

149  Recruiting  Officer 

150  The  Slave,  Is. 

151  The  Devil’s  Elixir 

152  “  Master’s  Rival” 

153  The  Duel 

154  William  Tell,  Is. 
VOL.  XXIII. 

155  'Lorn  Thumb 

156  Happiest  Day  of  my 
Life 

157  Fatality 

158  .Laugh  when  you 
can.  Is. 

T59  William  Thompson 
160  Illustrious  Stranger 

iai  r» _ u." 


118  School  of  Reform  Is  161  Soldier’s  Daughter 


119  Lovers’  Vows 
VOL.  XVII 1. 

120  Highland  Reel 


162  The  Waterman 

163  Town  and  Country 
VOL.  XXIV. 


121  Two  Gentlemen  of  164  NoSong  no  Supper 


Verona 

122  Taming  the  Shrew 

123  Secrets  worth  know¬ 
ing,  Is. 

124  Weathercock 

125  Somnambulist 

126  All’s  well  that  ends 
well 

VOL.  XIX. 

127  Artaxerxes 

128  The  Serf,  Is. 

129  The  Lancers 

130  Love  for  Love 

131  TheMerchant’s  Wed¬ 

ding,  Is. 

132  Race  for  a  Dinner 

133  Raising  the  Wind 

VOL.  XX. 

134  Siege  of  Belgrade 


165  Lock  and  Key 

166  Snakes  in  the  Grass 

167  Love,  Law  &  Physic 

168  Rienzi,  Is. 

169  Clari 

170  The  Brigand 

171  Riches,  Is. 

172  The  Citizen 

VOL.  XXV. 

173  Grecian  Daughter 

174  Charles  the  XI 1,  Is. 

175  Teddy  the  Tiler 

176  Popping  the  Ques¬ 
tion 

177  The  Maiddf  Judah, Is 

178  X.  Y.  Z. 

179  Oroonoko 

180  Honest  Thieves 

181  The  Blind  Boy 


VOL.  XXVI. 

18?  Notoriety,  Is. 

183  Matrimony 

184  A  Husband  at  Sight 

185  First  of  April 

186  John  of  Paris 

187  The  Miller  and  his 

Men,  Is. 

188  Prisoner  at  Large 

189  Timon  of  Athens 

190  The  Prize 
VOLXXVTI. 

191  Henry  IV.  Part  11. 

192  Forty  Thieves 

193  My  Grandmother 

194  The  Vampire 

195  The  Farmer 

196  Ella  Rosenberg 

197  The  Two  Friends 

198  Valentine  and  Orson 

199  Folly  as  it  flies 
VOL.  XXV 111. 

200  The  Robber’s  Wife 

201  Magpie,  or  the  Maid 

202  Siiakspeare’s  Early 
Days 

203  Point-of  Honour 

204  1 1  igh  W  ays  and  By 
Ways 

205  The  he  Witch 

206  St.  Patrick’s  Day 

207  The  Blind  Bargain 

208  Robinson  Crusoe 
VOL.  XXIX. 

209  The  Maid  of  Honor 

210  Sleeping  Draught, 

211  Timour  the  Tartar 

212  Modern  Antiques 

213  King  Richard  II. 
£14  Mrs.  Wiggins 

215  Comfortable  Lodg¬ 
ings 

216  I'lie  Exile,  Is. 

217  Day  after  the  Wed¬ 
ding 

218  The  Adopted  Child 

VOL.  XXX. 

219  l'he  Bride  of  Lud- 
gate,  is. 

220  Tekeli 

221  Old  and  Young 

222  The  Bee  Hive 

223  Hartford  Bridge 

224  Two  Strings  to  your 
Bow 

225  The  Haunted  Tnn 

226  How  to  grow  Rich. Is 

227  Fortune’s  Frolic 

228  The  Haunted  l  ower 

VOL  XXXI. 

229  Killing  no  Murder 

230  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pringle 
£31  1  he  Antiquary  Is. 
£32  Agreeable  Surprise 
233  Son-in- Law 


234  Open  House 

235  Falls  of  Clyde 

236  1.  2,  3,  4,  5,  by  Ad¬ 
vertisement 

237  Peeping 'Tom  of  Co¬ 
ventry 

VOL.  XXXII. 
2.38Castle  of  Andalusials 

239  One  o’Clock ! 

240  Julian,  Is. 

241  Comus 

242  Fontainhleau 

243  English  Fleet 

244  The  Widow,  or 
who  wins? 

245  The  Camp 

246  liersonation 

vol.  xxxni. 

247  Maid  or  Wife 

248  Castle  of  Sorrento 

249  Faustus,  Is. 


[To  he  Continued.'] 


VOL.  I.  to  XXXI.  may 
be  had  in  boards, 
Price  ,£7.  6s.  6d. 


CUMBERLAND’S 

Minor  Theatre. 

VOL.  I. 

1  The  Pilot 

2  Heart  of  Mid-lothian 

3  Inchcape  Bell 

4  Mason  of  Buda 

5  The  Scapegrace 

6  Suil  Dhuv  the  coiner 

7  The  Earthquake 

8  “  My  Old  Woman” 

9  Massianelio 

VOL.  II. 

10  Don  Giovanni 

11  Paul  Jones 

12  Luke  the  Labourer 

13  Crazy  Jane 

14  Flying  Dutchman 

15  Yes  ! !  ! 

16  Forest  Oracle 

17  Ivanhoe 

18  Floating  Beacon 

VOL.  111. 

19  Sylvan a 

20  1  om  Bowling 

21  Innkeeper  ot  Abbe¬ 

ville 

22  Lady  of  the  Lake 

23  Billy  Taylor 

24  Two  Gregories 

25  Wandering  Boys 

26  Paris  and  London 

27  A  Day  alter  the  Lair 

VOL.  IV. 

28  Humphrey  Clinker 

29  Mischief-Making 

30  Joan  of  Arc 

31  The  Ruffian  Boy 

32  Fortunes  of  Nigel 

33  The  Wreck 

34  Every  -  body’s  Hus¬ 

band 

35  Banks  of  the  Hudson 

36  Guy  Faux 

VO  L  V. 

37  The  Devil  s  Ducat 

38  Mazeppa 

39  Mutiny  at  {the  Nore 

40  Pedlar’s  Acre 

41  “  No  !!!” 

42  Peveril  ot  the  Peak 

43  Thalaba 

44  Waverley 

45  Winning  a  Husband 

VOL.  VI. 

46  Hofer,  the  Tell  of  the 

'Tyrol 

47  Paul  Clifford 

48  Damon  and  Pythias 

49  Three  Hunchbacks 

50  l  ower  of  N  esle 


51  Sworn  at  Iligbgate 

52  Mary  Glastonbury 

53  The  Red  Rover 

54  Golden  Fanner 

VOL.  VII. 

55  Grace  Huntley 

56  “  The  Sea!” 

57  Clerk  of  Clerkenwe 

58  Hut  of  the  Red 

Mountain 

59  John  Street  A  del  pi 


[To  be  Continued. I 


VOL.  I.  to  VI.  may  b* 
in  boards 
Price  _£T.  10s. 


A  List  of  the  Portraits. 


Miss  Phillips 
Mr.  Young 
Miss  Chester 
Mr.  Macready 
Mrs.  Bunn 
Mrs.  West 
Miss  Smithson 
Mad.  Vestris 
M  iss  M .  Tree 


Mr.  Wallack 
Mr.  Kean 
M r.  C.  Kemble 
Mr.  W.  Farren 
Miss  Vincent 
Mr.  Harley 
M-r.  Jones 
Mr.  Mathews 
Mr.  Kean.jun. 


Miss  Foote 
Miss  Patou 
Miss  Love 
Mr.  T.  P.  Cooke 
Mr.  Braham 
Mr.  Power 
Mr.  Elliston 
Mr.  Fitzwilliam 
Mr.  J.  Reeve 


Mr.  I.iston 
Miss  Graddon 
Miss  F.  Kemble 
Mr.  Dowton 
M  iss  K.  Tree 
Mr.  W. II.  Williams 
Mi.  O.  Smith 
Mr.  Keelev 
Mr.  Cooper. 


Mr.  Webster 
Mr.  Osbaldiston 
Mr.  Buckstone 
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